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The Editor accepts no responsibility for statements made or opinions expressed by authors of 
articles or in speeches at meetings. 


Communications for insertion in the Journal must reach the Editor by the 15th of each month 


EN FAMILLE 


aie IE Housing Question, within the family of Toc H, seems to be solving itself 

gradually. ‘Che Hull House is unofficially but effectively openalready. “ Mosso” 
reports clsewhere that the Leicester optimists have at last had their reward, and will 
have their unofficial but none the less triumphal entry about October 15. Halifax 
has made a real family affair of it, for hard on the news of the Branch House, “ Shaw 
Royd ”—of which Witham writes, “we have got the house at last, only a few details 
to settle now, such as paying for it and furnishing, etc.””—comes the news of the arrival 
of a son in the House of Witham, so without asking permission we will at once say 
“ Hats off to Halifax ”’—twice! It is up to the Branch to see to it that as soon as the 
House opens Master “Avec ’ Em,” Junior, takes the floor on the subject of “Infant 
Welfare as I understand it.” From Canada, where, by the by, “ Lord Renfrew ” had 
a special Toc H welcome, Cawley cables that a House has been obtained in River 
Avenue, Winnipeg. Nowhere is the need for more “ Marks ” more real than in 
London, in spite of the four already established, and the Bermondsey Club has now 
sent to Toc H Headquarters proposals for a House in Bermondsey to be run in con- 
nection with the O.B.C., with Charlie Thompson as Warden. 


LL this speaks for itself, and is convincing testimony to the steady growth of 

i \ Toc Hand of the need for still further development and the support that will 
make such development possible. In this connection there are two points which 
may, perhaps, be touched on here. First, when new “ Marks ” are being considered, 
it should not be forgotten that some of the original ones, the first fruits of optimism 
and faith, will need considerable support in the near future if they are really to be 
self-supporting to the extent of being able to keep structure, furniture, and equip- 
ment in repair. Secondly, one of the earliest new Houses in London might with 
advantage be nota House at all, but an endowment for the London Sports Club and 
Ground. The work which this Club does for Toc H is worthy to be considered very 
much on a par with that done by any single House or Branch. It carries the Toc H 
Colours, and with them a practical demonstration of the Toc H ideal of a new rela- 
tion between man and man, free from prejudice, snobbery, or bitterness, very far 
F 


afield, and in the process wins recruits of just the right kind. In the coming season 
the London Toc H Rugger and Soccer Clubs between them will be running five 
teams and playing over 130 matches. Those who were inclined, at Repton for 
instance, to complain of the prominence given to the London Sports Club in the 
JOURNAL may, perhaps, have been unaware of the extent, as they were certainly 
unaware of the value, of this work. The editorial doubt has been not whether too 
much but rather whether enough prominence has been given to it. With all contri- 
butions the rule has been not to allot any definite space, but to determine the amount 
admissible each month by “ the taétical situation and the nature of the ground.” So 
far, in the opinion of the unfortunate editor, who of course “ gets it” from both 
sides, but who is sufficiently passé as a world beater in the athletic line to be quite 
impartial in this matter, the Sports Club has certainly not had more prominence than 
it deserves. The Club needs encouragement, and the Rugger Secretary at Mark I 
still needs players. Financially, the combined London Houses and Branches might 
do worse than set before themselves the raising, in the coming year, of a capital sum, 
say £**** sufficient to provide an income to maintain the Club and Ground at 
Barnet, and to make possible a consolidated Sports Subscription well within the 
means of the “ great varicty ?” of Members. It should be understood that the fine 
ground at Barnet serves not only as the scene of the Club’s “ home ” matches, but 
also as a Camping Ground to which we are able to invite parties of lads from the 
Clubs in which the London Houses are interested. Every contribution sent for the 
Club to the Registrar at Headquarters is a contribution towards the spread of 
amateur sport and the Toc H spirit. 


S an instance of the way sport and social work are conneéted, and also of the 
L \ cruelly absurd way in which splendid pioneer work may perish for the lack of a 
few shillings, the case of the Hoxton ArGyLe CLUB, which is appealing for our 
support, is much to the point. This little “ show ” began as a football club pure and 
simple, but is now aiming at affiliation with the Federation of London Working 
Boys’ Clubs, as a social club for the boys. The boys pay 2d.a week, and to keep the 
club alive have volunteered to double this ; but the Club is very badly in need of— 
how much ? the enormous sum of £50 for immediate expenses and an annual sum 
of £75 to £100 for the future. The Club authorities have found a Club Room, but 
cannot afford to take it—nor could they afford to play cricket last summer. All those 
members who have come into touch with the Club speak very highly indced of the 
spirit of the boys. The question is, can we tolerate it being “ stuck ” for an immediate 
£50 2? All those who say “ no ! ” are asked to back their opinion, mark the contribu- 
tion “for the Hoxton Argyle Club,” and send it along to the Editor, at Head- 
quarters. 


PTAHE Canterbury Branch Rooms will be opened on November 6 at 6.45 p.m., 

i when Ellison from H.Q., and possibly Tubby, will be there. All who would 
like to attend should inform the Branch Secretary at least a week in advance. 
Members please note. 
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TWO NOTES OF APPRECIATION 
(From B. T. Coote, Camp Chief, Duke of York’s Camp.) 
Dear Mr. EDITOR, 

Can you spare me a small space to convey to all your readers the appreciation of 
those of the Duke of York’s Camp party who were privileged to be taken in hand by 
members of Toc H. 

On behalf of all my party so affected, I beg to thank all concerned most sincerely 
for what they did. 


Yours very truly, 
B. T. Coorg 


(To G. S. Kerswell (Worthing) from the Div. Adjutant, C.L.B.) 
DEAR NERSWELL, 


[t is not too much to say that in the thirty-two years during which the London 
Division of the Church Lads’ Brigade has held its annual seaside camps there has 
never been one when so large a measure of support and interest has been given by 
local residents as has been the case this year at Worthing. This is very largely due to 
the splendid way in which you undertook to help us through the medium of Toc H. 

The services which you and other Talbotousians have performed have been of the 
greatest value and encouragement to those of the London C.L.B. officers who have 
been in camp, and now that we are back in London preparing for another season of 
work amongst our lads it is most inspiring to think of the possibilities that lie in a 
larger co-operation between Toc H and C.L.B. 

To you and all other members of the Worthing Toc H we send our most grateful 
thanks and sincere wishes for the happiness and progress of the Branch. 

Believe me, etc., 
R. R. CALKIN 


SOME COMING EVENTS 


OCTOBER 9 Mark IlI Branch: Leéture in St. John’s Hall by G. Isaacs, 
Gen. Sec. of the National Society of Operative Printers’ 
Assistants. 


5 10 Mark 1: H. Rivers Moore on “ Radio.” 

bx 12 Mark VII: Ernest Raymond on “ One Hour on the Heights.” 

n 18 MarkII: Gilbert Frankau on “ Why Forget the War ? ” 

4 25 Mark IL: Rev. Tom Pym (White Cross League). 

a 26 Mark VIL: F. J. Adkins on “ Some Recent Foreign Plays in 
London.” 

3 28 Rev. H. R. L. Sheppard at All Hallows, 6.30 p.m. 

4 28 London Commercial Salesrooms: A Toc H Performance of 


“ The Mirror of Souls,” 8 p.m. 
NOVEMBER 7 Mark I: Maj.-Gen. Sir Louis Jackson, C.B., C.M.G., on 
“ War in the Future.” 
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SOME RUGGER FIXTURES 
OCTOBER 13 v. King’s College Hospital. (Away.) 
» 20 v. E. T. C. Training Schools. (Away.) 
» 27 v. St. Thomas’s Hospital, “A” Team. (Away.) 


SOME SOCCER FIXTURES 
OCTOBER 6 A.F.A. Senior Cur: Toc H v. Maybrook, at Folly Farm, 
New Barnet. * 
Ee 13 v. Westminster School, at Vincent Square. 
$ 20 v. Lancing College, at Shoreham. 
be 27 v. B. S. Farnfield’s XI, at Bickley. 
NOVEMBER 3} v. Bank of England, at Roehampton. 


*Trains for New Barnet Icave King’s Cross on Saturday afternoons at 12.58, 1.9, 1-33, 1-59 
and 2.11. The journcy takes about 25 minutes. 


SUSSEX BOYS’ CAMP 


THE camp organised by the Brighton and Hove Juvenile Welfare Council, 

I about which there have been intimations from time to time in the Brighton 
news, came off from August 8 to August 14, and was a huge success. 

It was perhaps as definite a demonstration of the usefulness of Toc H as could be 
wished. When forming the projeét, the secretary, a member of the Brighton Branch, 
asked Toc H for people to help run the show ; and in several cases the headmasters 
of the schools—the members of the camp were drawn from sources similar to those 
of the Duke of York’s—when approached, turned the matter over to the Toc H 
representative, so that it resulted in five of the six members of the staff being Toc H 
men. (And you can bet that they soon told the tale to the sixth !) The school repre- 
sentatives had put it to the boys in such a way that those who came thoroughly 
appreciated the position, the result being Toc H spirit ad Wb. 

We were only forty-two all told, and our impression is that for a camp run upon 
such lines cighty would be about the outside limit in order that we might all know 
one another and obtain a good esprit de corps—at all events until we have built a 
tradition, for it is hoped to make this an annual event. h 

Wc had, by the kindness of Capt. Christie, a top-hole camping ground, with good 
bathing, the use of a cricket ground nearly good enough for other first-class cricket, 
and—glorious weather ! 

Unfortunately, one boy had to leave on Sunday night in order to be back at work 
first thing on Monday morning. On the evening of that day, however, he turned 
up again, having “forgotten something,” and he evidently did not find it till 5.30.a.m. 
on Tuesday, when he started to push-bike the 16 miles into Brighton back to 
work |! 

Those unused to such camps may ask, “ And did the boys mix ?”% Suffice it 
that friendship, or “ affection arising from mutual esteem,” as Webster calls it, 
took its natural course. “Bisa ” 
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THE BIRTHDAY FESTIVAL 1923 


K Ro ” is away when the October JourNAL goes to bed. So I jot down 

1 Diust my own worm’s eye view of the Milestone being fashioned for December 
15, hoping that the proper Committee may sit on their Report in time for the 
Editor to sit on mine. 


The Birthday is a Saturday this year, and the fa&t should bring the Festival within 
reach of the most distant and the most hard-pressed. The total foregathering should 
be formidable indeed, the dawning of a force that will help to force the dawn. 


The London Sports Ground and the Drama League are both catering for their 
share of the huge family on Saturday afternoon. From 5 p.m. onwards till supper- 
time, our focus will be at All Hallows: first, a Confirmation by the Bishop of London, 
followed at 6 p.m. by the United Thanksgiving Service. At 6.45 p.m. the Prince 
will be asked to accept and to unveil the glorious Casket which is henceforth to 
contain the First Lamp of Maintenance ; and further, to place in rest, beside the 
historic Tomb of John Croke, the service sword of Edmund Street, D.S.O. 


These two points cach need a note. The Casket is now subscribed at least in part, 
and its making far advanced. Branches which still desire to make their contribution 
towards its cost should send the fruits of their willing sacrifice to me at All Hallows 
Porch Room, Byward Street, E.C.3, as soon as may be. 


Edmund Street, out of many “ parfait knights,” Stands foremost, in that he was 
the first officer (apart from two survivors) to love and serve the first Talbot House. 
Something of his humble coming hither was written in the long forgotten Tales. 
Born of an old Loyalist family in S. Ontario, educated at Toronto and Kingston, he 
became, when ill-health withdrew him from the Army before the war, first Scout 
Commissioner for the area of Guelph. He succeeded in rejoining the Sherwoods in 
August, 1914, and was with them in France from the first, a quiet and indomitable 
invalid, until his death, when second in command, on the Somme in 1916. Once he 
was forced away on leave, and returned six days too soon, but charaéteristically 
bringing with him the first harmonium as a gift for the Chapel. His courage was as 
high as his mind was humble. From subaltern to drummer boy lives were inspired 
by his friendship. When he died, there came to Talbot House from his family a 
memorial token of £10, with which the Service Candidates’ Fund was opened, into 
which, when completed, £800,000 will have been paid. This man’s sword, returning 
with the Prince from Canada, will rest henceforward near the Lamp. 


The arrangements for the Guildhall or elsewhere are as yet incomplete, and in 
any case beyond my province. The Prince will again preside, and at least one great 
statesman——chosen expressly as beyond the sphere of party—will give his challenge. 
The new Branches duly qualified in 1923 will receive their lamps, and those already 
entrusted will once more be kindled and shine clear together. The Silence will speak 
to us, and to the many witnesses of these things. It will speak of all the way whereby 
we have been led, and point the open road. 


[Eee Jey tC, 
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“LEST WE FORGET” 


S IS mother’s name is O’Flaerty and his father came from Waterford. He was 
born an Irish Catholic in London and brought up a Cockney. We can only call 
him British 
I met him first in Ruskin Park Pensions Hospital which, together with King’s 
College Hospital, formed the famous “ 4th London General” during the war. 
It was a cold, grey February day. An army stove burned in the middle of the usual 
long army hut, and the faces of the men sitting up or in the rows of beds showed the 
tired patience of men who had suffered much or lain long in the one position. 

He was in bed near the far end, and was talking to one of the men next him, but 
his head remained facing the bottom of the bed and did not turn towards his com- 
panion, and I realised, with rather a start, that all his joints were stiff. His face was 
pale, except for a flush about the cheek bones which the doétors dread. His cheeks 
were sunken, so that the bones stood out. But you forgot all this even as you saw It 
because of the smile that played about his lips and the twinkle in his eye, So I sat 
down beside him, and he told me it had happened at Loos away back in’15. There 
his body had been shattered, and since then he had lost nearly all remaining move- 
ment in his joints with rheumatoid arthritis. He was the most cheerful man there, 
and as J sat and listened I felt I had met someone who had “ won the game.” 

Since then I have talked to others of the men about him, and they told me that 
when they were tired and fed up they had but to look across to him to get fresh 
courage. And I have seen him on different occasions, at a tea party at Mark II, 
when some Toc H men wheeled him three miles across South London in a stretcher 
chair and three miles back, on a hot day. There he was the life and soul of the party. 
Some of the other men were tired and rather silent, and some of the Toc H men were 
shy, but he, with a smile or an easy joke, made all feel at their ease. He remarked, 
as we were nearly run down by a ’bus at Camberwell Green on the homeward 
journey, “ Itd serve that ’bus right if we were to bump into it.” We had a trium- 
phal entry into the old tin ward that night, cheers and jibes being thrown backwards 
and forwards as “ Jack ” came down the ward. 

In the last three years he has been taken out four times—three times lately by 
Toc H men. They tell me that it used to be the fashion just after the war to visit 
our wounded heroes, but now the fashion has changed to “slumming,” and 58,000 
crippled or blinded men have been all but forgotten in a whirl of county cricket. 
They are closing the hospital in Ruskin Park because they (the local authorities) 
require the ground for tennis courts—so the men told me. i 

He has been moved to Richmond in consequence. Another soldier described 
the scene of his departure to me. He held his court that morning ; everybody in the 
hospital came to say good-bye, and when they lifted his six stone gently into the 
ambulance, the matron and the colonel were among the crowd. , 

I saw him again the other day at Richmond, looking better, and facing his next 
operation with his usual optimism, though the last one had nearly killed him. I 
was let into the ward during the morning by “ sister,” who, I fancy, broke through 
a good deal of red tape on that occasion. He was shaving. Now shaving, when you 
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have one shoulder permanently dislocated and the other arm in splints, is considered 
“ dificile,” even by the experts. His shaving is rather a ceremony, and all the men 
who have one sound leg to Stand on join in. One holds the soap, one the glass, 
another the hot water, a fourth the brush, while he sits propped up, rallying his 
licutenants and using an incredible number of safety razor blades. Finally a region 
on the left side of the face in front of the ear is reached. At this moment his most 
trusted pal hastily seizes the razor and pulls it across this area, while the others 
suddenly become interested in something exciting at the other end of the ward: 
for you must understand “ Jack shaves himself.” 


Pm glad to say that Toc H has not forgotten him and his friends since they have 
been moved to Richmond, and that a group of Toc H men have already taken seven 
of them out “ toa party.” Remember the other fifty-seven thousand nine hundred 
and ninety-nine. 


WR Eee 


THE WORKING BOY AND HIS CLUB 


OOD people who don’t know him, call hima “ hooligan.” Often his outward 
\_ Jappearance is repulsive. Cleanliness is not one of his virtues. He is not par- 
ticular about his clothes—except his “ Sunday best.” These claim far too much 
attention, but once they are used for work, he ceases to care. He is a Strange mixture 
of enthusiasm and despair. He loves “ new ” things, but novelties are short lived. 
He hates monotony. His spare time is spent seeking excitement—dodging a police- 
man, kicking a football about in the streets, lighting fireworks, He is an adventurer. 
He loves to try to do the impossible, even if this involves physical risks—climbing a 
gutter-spout for a lost ball, or playing against a footer side whose average size is 
greater by a half than his own side. 


Get him alone and one finds that he has a curious longing to learn. He would 
never think of attending a Class or Study Circle. It would bore him stiff. He is far 
too honest to pretend not to be bored when he is. He doesn’t care a rap for conven- 
tions. He calls a spade a spade. He will often question the wisdom of the wisest, and 
think he knows better. In his best moods one feels that, in common with those who 
have shared better opportunities, he has almost identically the same needs. 


He is always sceking an opportunity to express himself. Sometimes he gives it 
up as a bad job. He is so inarticulate. His individuality is crushed at his job. The 
monotony of his work makes him rely unconsciously upon others to express his 
needs. With a little patience he learns how to give expression to them. Later he 
expresses the needs of his “ mates ” and then one feels humbled that he is so near 
the truth. Somehow he gets to the core of the subject. He couldn’t argue much 
about it, but he gets to the Truth very rapidly. His religion is summed up in the 
word Loyalty. Abéstraét ideas have little meaning for him. Loyalty to his mates, his 
Club, his home, are everything. He couldn’t say why, but he knows it is disloyal to 
let his team down by not turning up at a match. To him religion is like a game of 
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football. It means playing for his side and passing the ball—not dribbling. To 
forego the chance of scoring by passing to another in a better position meets with his 
comment of “a first time goal.” 


He is not opposed to religion as such. He is an intensely religious animal. He 
is a hero-worshipper, whether the hero be Bombardier Wells or Jesus. He loves a 
hard game. Life for him is hard and he knows it. But he feels, somehow, that others 
have won when obstacles were great. To him all life is an adventure, and when he 
learns of the greatest life of adventure of all in that of Jesus, he instinctively becomes 
a follower. To him Jesus was more than human, but He was human as well. 


Here, in Shadwell, we have found a Boys’ Club to be our means of helping the 
working boy to find himself. We try to show him that life is an adventure, and that 
it requires far more grit to do the right thing than the wrong thing. He gets an 
opportunity of expressing himself in serving his “ mates ”’ as an officer. He learns 
to work with others and not for himself, to plan for the whole and not for self. His 
Club demands his loyalty. The spirit of his Club is far more valuable than the 
“ pots ” it pulls off. To win and be quiet about it or to lose and not sulk is to be 
loyal. For those who seek to interpret their Ideals, few spheres offer an opportunity 


like a boys’ Club, 
B. A. CAMPBELL 


THE PRAYER OF ST. RICHARD OF CHICHESTER 


NUMBER of inquiries have come in for the wording of this Prayer, which 
L À is in frequent use at our Services. It is simplest to print it here as used. 


Thanks be to Thee, my Lord Jesus Christ, 
For all the benefits Thou hast given me, 
For all the pains and insults that Thou hast borne for me. 


O most merciful Redeemer, Friend, and Brother, 


May I know Thee more clearly, 

May I love Thee more dearly, 

May I follow Thee more nearly. 
Amen. 


I believe I am correét in saying that attention was redirected to this ancient 
and moving prayer by an accident at a Scout camp some years before the 
War. The Scoutmaster, who then had begun to introduce it to his boys, was 
drowned in attempting a rescue, and in his memory the Troop adopted the prayer, 
whence it afterward spread, and through being printed in the Scout Prayer Book, 


found its way back into many minds. 
; Pp, B.C. 
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FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT 
Inverswim, Angust 31. 


S you say, if you want to meet people worth meeting during August, you 
į have to go to the Highlands to find them. 

On the Strathbogie golf-course the other day, whom should I run up against but 
Major A. Watt-Watt ! During the week-end he motored me over in his Panthard 
to Tumbledown, the residence of the Earl of Stoneybroke, of whom you may have 
heard me speak. It is common knowledge that his two sons, Viscount Hardup and 
the Hon, I. Aventer-Penney, have recently made a praiseworthy endeavour to re- 
establish the family fortunes by going into business as turf-accountants in partner- 
ship with that popular figure in the racing world, Bob Towyn, under the style of 
Start, Inge, Pryce & Co. By the by, you will, of course, be careful to accent the /asf 
syllable of Bob Towyn’s name. He is touchy on the point. In his profession he 
naturally feels keenly any suggestion of Welsh descent. The venture has apparently 
been attended with some success, for his lordship has just acquired a neat little 
property, “Winor Place,” in the charming old-world village of Backit Bothways. 
Winor Place has long been of interest to antiquaries on account of a curious 
heraldic device carved over the gateway—Vert, three ponies or, two to one on the 
field, and the motto ‘ Nil negotii.” It has been suggested that the latter means 
“Nothing doing,” but no satisfactory explanation of the shield has yet been 
given. 

The newspaper magnate, Lord Scoope of Stunton (known before his elevation 
to the peerage as Sir Pithey Parr) has acquired an interest in Insh Urance, to the 
policies of which the public is freely admitted on the presentation of a signed copy 
of the Daily Stretch. I need not remind you that “ policies ” is the Scotch term for the 
estate attached to a large house. 

Lord Reachmcdown, the great ready-made clothier, who figured in the last 
Birthday Honours, has rented a “ shoot ” at Slacks, where, it is rumoured, some 
really remarkable bags have been secured. Since his elevation to the peerage he has 
assumed the surname of Fitzloosely, as better becoming a fine old English gentleman 
than his original patronymic of Slobschobb. The Heralds’ College has recently 
assigned to his Lordship the following armorial bearings. 

Coat: Chequey, argent and sable; three bow-ties, charged one and two, 
counterchanged. 

Crest: On a garb, surmounted by a chapeau, velour, turned up and indented, 
a label inscribed “ Novissimum ” (“ The latest thing ”). 

Motto: “ Quomodo tantuli nescimus ” (“ We don’t know how we do it at 
the price”). 

Supporters : Dexter—A Knut, arrayed proper, collared and cuffed azure. 

Sinister—A Rustic, sabbatically habited, sable. 

Among the interesting people I have come across I may mention Miss Perrocks- 
Hyde of Hyde Rogen, the Society beauty whose flaxen tresses are the envy and 
admiration of her scx, though gossip asserts that art is employed to assist nature, and 
science invoked as the hand-maid of both. I have also had the pleasure of meeting 
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Mrs. D. Cree-Nissey, who figured prominently in a recent cause célébre, Professor 
Boreham Stiffe, the great authority on the pre-Patrician reptilia of Ireland, Sir 
Stethouse Cope, of 99 Harley St., the well-known specialist in diseases of the respira- 


tory system, and crowds of others. But perhaps these are enough to go on with. 
DER 


THE CENTRAL EXECUTIVE 
a following business of general interest was disposed of at the August 
Meeting of the Executive. 

(1) CHAPLAINCY FUND. On the usual Statement of Receipts and Payments, 
a most gencrous gift by Mrs. Charlotte Tetley of £2,000o—carmarked for the 
Chaplaincy Fund—was reported. 

(2) LEICESTER HOUSE. The Leicester Branch sent up proposals for the 
purchase of Stonesby House, 44 Princes Street, Leicester. These proposals were 
sanctioned. The House is to cost £5,000. The Branch, which has been collecting 
money for a House fora long time, has arranged to pay half the price before posses- 
sion is given in October, and hopes to raise the balance by a lightning campaign 
between October and Christmas. 

(3) WINNIPEG HOUSE. Padre Cawley, who attended the Meeting, explained 
why he thought it essential that a House should be started in Winnipeg direétly he 
went back, and described the House which the Branch wished to purchase. The 
Executive approved of the House being purchased for 20,000 dollars, and also pro- 
mised that if Cawley was unable to arrange the finance locally they would raise and 
lend to the Winnipeg Branch the whole of the 20,000 dollars required. 

(4) SWINDON. It was decided that the Swindon Hostel had now advanced so 
far that it was desirable to convert it into a regular House and to appoint a full-time 
Padre as soon as possible. Meanwhile, the offer of the Rev. S. Minifie Hawkins to 
act as Honorary Toc H Chaplain at Swindon during August was accepted. 

) Col. Grant was appointed Northern Organising Secretary. 

(5) APPOINTMENT OF FREE CHURCH CHAPLAIN. The General 
Secretary reported that the Congregational Union had cordially approved of the 
appointment of the Rev. Alexander Birkmire, and that Mr. Birkmire had definitely 
accepted and hoped to start work early in October. 

(6) HALIFAX. Grant explained the proposals of the Halifax Branch for ac- 
quiring a House known as Shaw Royd. The Exccutive considered that if this House 
could be obtained on suitable terms it was desirable to purchase it, mainly in order 
that the Free Church Padre should start with a new House on his own. It was also 
agreed that if the House was obtained Birkmire should be posted to Halifax. 

(7) BRADFORD. Bradford was given leave to run an Appeal for funds to pur- 
chase a House, but was told that at the moment Headquarters was not in a position 
to assist in finding the money. 

(8) MEMBERS OUT OF EMPLOYMENT. It was decided on the proposal 
of Tubby that members out of employment should not be required to pay sub- 
scriptions while unemployed. 

P. W. M. 
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“OVER THERE” AND OUR NEXT STEP 


Y September 1 three cataraéts of Toc H, the first a cataract indeed, the second 

impeded by the sprained ankle of the heroic Barkis, and the third bearing as its 
check-weight my sluggish and querulous adiposity in its midst, had breasted the 
high passes, and made merrily for Andorra. There the last two joined forces for an 
evening meal. Behold them seated in the hostelry at Escaldas. 


Supper was ended, and there was a momentary pause in the songs and speeches. 
At this junéture, the son of the house went across to the table behind me ; and there 
followed that drizzle of discord which presages the awakening of the earlier gramo- 
phones. Now it happened that the first infliétion thus chosen in our honour was 
(with a generous imagination) the song which swept the States in their war-time, 
reaching the Salient before its sponsors—the song called “ Over There.” 


Some at the table saw me wince and shift uneasily, and laughed (as I with them) 
at the idea that bad music could distress such an one as myself, long lost in every sin 
against the symphonies. In truth, I was caught by a sudden tide of recolleétion ; for 
the almost ribald tune laid hold upon me, and lifted my memory back to my first 
hearing of it, as sung by its own children. 


One night in October, 1918, I sat alone at supper in the old British Officers’ 
Hostel in the Rue de Boeschepe. A fortnight ago, “ the Line ” had leapt forward 
incredibly, and all my friends were by now either in Courtrai or in Paradise. That 
evening, however, an American Division was passing through Poperinghe ; and, 
as the chance was, some dozen of their Infantry Officers now entered the little 
Hostel, with every symptom of happiness and hunger. With a clatter, they sat round 
the large table, at which year after year we had held our Christmas supper-parties. 
They were fine free men, but in my mind’s eye I could replace each with some dear 
dead friend, whose loss hung all across my loneliness. 


I had not the pluck to invite myself to join this present party—in faét, my meal 
was well-nigh over ; but there came almost fiercely to me a sullen mood of unreason- 
ing resentment. 

As their meal prepared, they talked, and laughed, and from laughing fell to 
singing, and from singing they took to dancing to their songs ; and this was the 
song they sang above all, beating it out with their feet upon the floor, “ Over 
There.” 

I was achurl, and inexcusable. But a sudden storm of indignant sorrow swept me. 
I could not hold it back ; but stood and said something like this: “ Forgive me, 
gentlemen, but for me the words ‘Over There’ mean another thing altogether. To 
you they mean your great country. To me to-night ‘Over There’ means simply 
that all the best and truest have gone. Some of us have no friends left. They are all 
‘Over There,’ as you call it. You may or may not understand, but this little room is 
sacred. It has seen the last suppers of hundreds of our folk. Pll go out, if you don’t 
mind, and get away.” They took this strange rebuke like sportsmen, and even 
asked me to sit with them. But I dared not do it, and so groped my way back to the 
Old House in the narrow Sstrect. 
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Across all these years of growing joy since then, the spell of that, that most bitter 
moment of my life, was cast upon me by the record that had strayed on to the groan- 
box at Escaldas. But the bitterness itself was dead ; for the twelve now together at 
the Andorran table were an answer in themselves, and still more in the unity of 
spirit that had made them one out of their very different lives and circumstances. So, 
as this jingle unwound itself, I thought with joy how all Toc H had come to be, and 
how, on the Sunday, at sunrise we had met together by the side of a great rock to 
share the greatest feast of all true brotherhood, our common Cup the tiny Poper- 
inghe Pyx. Thence we had crossed the boundary hills, the fittest going first—thus to 
complete the parable. 


Had Gilbert Talbot lived out all his days, he would have done much good. But 
what good can one life do, beside the flowing force of a Society determined to 
achieve its single purpose with the widest freedom of initiative and inspiration ? 

If prayer and patience hold, Toc H to-morrow—yes, literally to-morrow—will 
be able to do far more for the love of God and man than could ever be within the 
compass of a single life. Toc H need never fear the judgments of the world. It is 
answerable only to the spirits of just men made perfect. Their most discerning eyes 
are cagerly upon us, this autumn and spring, as we move out into the open arena to 
champion the causes they long to see upheld. We shall do wisely, before the dust 
begins, to see ourselves as they see us, and to take quick stock of our strength and 
weakness. 

Firstly : Houses and Branches and Groups must live the life /oge/her. Mere activity, 
busy-bodiness, becomes an ever fecbler fetish, if unaccompanied by a deepening of . 
common conviction that the bond between us is as sincere as it is unusual. In Toc H 
we are aiming at nothing less than an aristocracy of comradeship, whole-hearted, 
copper-bottomed, and most scandalous to the most small-minded. 

We must be, as they say in the States, “ good mixers.” (The Christian heaven is 
socially a very mixed affair.) 

Secondly : We must therefore aim at getting men and boys, and women, too, to 
think new thoughts about one another. No one likes being taught that their previous 
views are wrong ; therefore, Toc H may find stormy weather waiting for it. 

Thirdly: We need not court or manufacture opposition—you do not need a 
brake going uphill. You just lean against the laws of gravity, which (left to them- 
selves) produce a Steady slump into stagnation. But for the Grace of God, Toc H 
would long ago have shaped merely as a series of lodging-houses and lunch-clubs. 
In 1923, since the beloved Peter Monie “ stepped on the gas ” (as the motorist says 
in Canada), our Marks have multiplied amazingly. But remember also that in the 
same year marks have multiplied amazingly in Germany, and depreciated beyond 
all calculation. Here is the gift of grace with Toc H. Every House, without excep- 
tion, has grown steadily better with every month of working. Visitors revisit them 
after a long absence in Tooting or Timbuétoo, and find them greatly grown in 
power and purpose. 
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The first Hlouses—now dingy and dilapidated for lack of any money for repairs— 
spend it instead on trying to stem some tide of human ruin that they would not at 
first have touched. The obligation to social service is more honourably fulfilled on 
all sides than ever before. Asa result, the magnetic force is growing. Postmen and 
policemen linger lovingly on their rounds, and have no experience elsewhere like 
their reception among us. Committees of men, who hate the sedentary life to which 
the long day’s work condemns them, sit from 6.30 p.m. to 11.30 p.m., supping 
hastily, and hot with hopes that outrun resolutions. Elsewhere, eighteen men in 
Spen Valley organise a procession two miles long. Meanwhile some fifty men in 
Winnipeg and a group or two clsewhere apparently feel quite calm about putting it 
across Canada ; and Buenos Ayres forms its Branch, and gets busy clubbing boys. 

In the welter of a washy world, Toc H is endowed with an inexplicable confidence 
that its road, in truth, leads somewhere worth all the journey. But admittedly “ it’s 
a long, long way,” and as yet we’ve only had the fun of getting together and prac- 
tising starts. 

This next six months we must begin to take the road and push it cheerily behind 
us. 

Two things we need at once. 

First, a great big task beyond ourselves to humble us and drive us back half- 
baffled upon the source of all true power. One isolated member (in an unanswered 
letter) suggests that in every Branch and Group we should dedicate the year to the 
single issue of “ The Children,” studying the tremendous issue at first hand in slum 
and school, in hospital and juvenile police-court ; acting singly or in concert as we 
best can, helping to re-man the Sunday Schools, and striving to establish a Toc H 
Training College for Day School Teachers. Here is a practical challenge to service 
in an immense issue. We should fail to do more than touch the hem of it, but to 
touch the hem faithfully can sometimes free hidden powers. 

Secondly, we must seek our source. A great Mission is to be held in the spring 
(March 2-10). Its focus will be at All Hallows, but it is to radiate through all the 
London Houses, Branches, Groups and scattered membership. The chief Messenger 
will be Edward Keble Talbot, brother of Gilbert, and Superior of the Community 
of the Resurrection. With him will work all the College of Padres, loaned for the 
week from their arcas. The common task is infinitely the greatest we have yet 
attempted. It is to penetrate with the entrusted Message a crowded area of the City, 
at the high noon-day of its working week-day hours. Drayman and dock labourer, 
typist and ledger clerk, trainman and storeman, police billets, office blocks, 
exchanges, shops, restaurants, Tower Hill itself—here is our desperate day-time 
task. At night, the Houses and Branches themselves, and thence out into every 
form of activity, from the struggling Club to the Pensions Hospitals, that permit our 
coming ; and as its climax, some great coming together, a landmark in all our lives. 


* * * x 
Surely, it is for tasks like these that the living instrument of Toc H has been so 


; wonderfully born, so fashioned, and so blessed. 
TUBBY 
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ANDORRA AT LAST! 


Y T was highest time that the mere existence of a country called Andorra should be 
I proved beyond dispute. Gazetteers grope after it, atlases are half-hearted. The 
British Government evidently has no relations with this f:iendly power, for the 
Foreign Office issued a score of passports for “ the Republic of Angora ” to the 
members of the memorable expedition which has just returned. No British warship 
has ever dipped its flag to the red, yellow and blue. Tubby and Barkis, independently, 
were fond of alleging that they had penetrated this secret place in pre-war days, but 
their reports varied so essentially as to be set down for mere travellers’ tales. Andorta 
has had to wait just 1,100 years for Toc H to launch a proper expedition, magnif- 
cently equipped, without regard to appearance or expense, on the desperate emprise 
of discovery. Twenty members were asked for, and exactly twenty volunteered ; 
ten of these, it may be noted, were together at Ober-Ammergau last year. To describe 
any of them were invidious, and some were indescribable. Let it suffice to say that 
when they appeared in marching order—pack on back, bedding and grass-green 
ground sheet above it, saucepan swinging clear below, five-foot staff in hand—even 
the shameless Paris taxis paused breathless on one wheel and forbore to run them 
down like any common prey. Such an event belongs to French history ; it occurred 
on August 22, 1923. 

Pending the issue of the official record of the expedition (2 vols., 45s. net, uniform 
with Farthest South), which should be one of the features of the Spring publishing 
season, half a dozen passing moments—each the merest flicker of the shutter, a 
single turn of the cinema reel—may be chosen for reproduction in the JourNaL, It 
is unlikely that other pilgrims of the party will be satisfied with the choice, but the 
general reader may be less critical. Long marches by day, and nights spent in the frail 
shelter of those six little green tents, made the weather the key of progress and com- 
fort. Let the moods of the open sky be the key, therefore, of these few pictures also. 


I—FIRELIGHT—STARLIGHT 


This is the end of the first day’s trek, the first night’s camp in the wilderness. A 
green lawn among the climbing woods of birch and beech, beside Aston River at 
the very point where it joins the rushing Quioules Stream-—“ Watersmeet?” Supper 
is over and great has been the contest between the cooks of “ Matthew,” “ Mark,” 
“ Luke ” and ‘ John,” the four messes, cach of five, into which the party is divided. 
Within the circle of six tents the camp-fire, fed by the labour of all hands, leaps up 
in showers of sparks and living flame to the voice of our singing. All the clan lies 
round it—“ Matthew ” shall sing a catch, then all throats open to “ London's 


burning ; Fire! Fire ! —and we have no water? Now “ Mark ” .. . and then, while 
“ Luke ” gets ready, Cooper shall stand forward to the red footlights and give us 
“ The Jubilee Cup”... “Wah! Wah! Wah” — but that was the bravest 


piece of the programme! Now “ Luke,” and then “ Bravo, John!” After thatall 
hands to the “ Swanee River”? For an hour this red circle of firelight has been all the 
world to us, but now two by two we are bidden to step out of it into the darkness, 
to march a hundred paces and, turning, to look back upon the picture it makes. And 
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behold ! the value of our little firelit world is suddenly changed, shrunk to a tiny 
glowing ember in the immensity of the night. The mountains, first foothills of the 
high Pyrences, ring us round like the broken edges of an enormous bowl, impene- 
trably black on the eastern side, but to westward transformed moment by moment 
into a miracle of graven silver—moonlight (though the moon’s face is still hidden 
from the eyes of twenty pigmies in this hollow) descends from the peak towards the 
loud stream. Overhead, from edge to edge of the mountain walls, is Stretched the 
grand tent of stars. At the loveliness of this quiet speétacle we have all grown too 
small in our own eyes to shout any more; we can only return to our lowly tents, 
spread like six pale moths on the dew, and kneel for the last words of this long day. . . 
“ May the souls of our Elder Brethren rest in peace . . . the peace of God keep our 
hearts and minds.” 


II.—SUNSHINE 


It has been a stiff march since morning, up through the woods, up and round 
about, under a sombre sky. Deep down to the “ Bridge of the Crab-step ” (which 
the thoughtful among us therefore crossed sideways), up again and still up, with the 
pack growing every moment more irksome to tired shoulders. And now at last the 
defile has widened, the stream grown less tumultuous with waterfalls ; grass in the 
stead of rock is under our feet, and heaven has opened out of the cloud over our 
heads. This is the threshold of the green “ Jasse ’ of Quioules, one of those wide, 
unexpected pastures, starred with Grass of Parnassus and the carmine mountain 
Pink and grazed by splendid cattle and maybe a herd of half-wild horses, into which 
the rocky defiles of the Pyrenees open every hour or so most gratefully to the 
ascending pilgrim. Off with the packs, and out with the pots and rations! And 
while the cooks make ready their mysteries, off with your shirt as well and slip into 
the flashing, ice-cold stream !... Lunch is over, but we are very much tempted to 
Stay. “ Digger ” is shooting the rapids on his back, bumping from rock to rock 
into the pool below, “ Penguin,” in his “ birthday suit,” is balanced on a boulder 
in mid-stream trying with his Kodak to trap Tubby as he swims, “ Johnny ” is fast 
asleep in an incredible attitude, and half the rest are preparing to follow his example. 
The sun of high noon beats upon our shadowless rest, tanning our skins so that they 
will blister before night, soaking us through with triumphant heat and light. 


II.—CLOUD 


Sunday has come and has brought our first parting. A clumsy step yesterday cost 
one pilgrim a sprained ankle and the rest a change of plan; it is always a selfish 
thing to be the lame duck on such an expedition as ours. All twenty of us stood ina 
chapel of fallen rocks this morning while Tubby celebrated at a granite altar; all 
twenty shared the agape of porridge afterwards. Then eight of the stoutest loaded up 
and marched forward over the hill; with a whistle (a long blast, followed by four 
shorts, spells “ Toc H,” as every one knows) and a hand-wave they disappeared into 
the uncharted future. Four good men and true were sent back on our tracks, to 
cover—if may be—the march of the last two days, there and back, in one. They are 
the relief-party who will forage for supplies, for our rations will not hold out over 
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an enforced bivouac of several days. And so the lame duck was left lying in the sun, 
while the seven who remained busied themselves with re-pitching camp and stocking 
the woodyard from this bleak hill-side. And then the cloud came... no bigger at 
first than a man’s hand reaching impalpable fingers over the peak, creeping and 
drifting, closing downwards and inwards at last until all the world except our tiny 
camp is blotted out. Clammy at first, then shivering chill, with a steady, sidelong 
drift of fine rain. To-night we sat huddled and stiff in a shepherd’s cabane, a mere 
cranny of rock and turf, and as we sat by the light of a candle we told yarns and sang 
songs, for every man felt need of company to lift the cloud from his spirits. And now 
we lie in our flea-bags under the sodden tent-curtains. ‘Fhe damp cold strikes 
through all, and there is more than a suspicion of trickling water under our bedding. 
There is no sound save the falling ashes of the fire outside and the mizzle of fine rain 
on the canvas above our upturned faces. ... No, it can’t be—not on such a night! 
... Listen again. lts /—the whistle, a long and four shorts, and a shout from this 
side of the stream. Breathless with the pace of it (thirty-two miles this day, and the 
sixteen of the return unbroken by a halt), soaked to the knee with bog slime, heavily 
laden with food for a week to come, if need be, the gallant four tumble in upon us. 
Stout work, indeed !—here’s your blanket and in five minutes there’ll be a mug of 
hot tea. 
V.—SUNSET 

Thirty-six hours the cloud endured, until in the weariness and coldness of in- 
action moodiness and misgiving began to threaten our hearts. Twice we were 
visited by a glorious shepherd, blinded in one eye as a soldier of France, who brought 
us milk and a fresh cheese. We more than half hope that he may be the finder of that 
little tin which we buried in our turf-wall on leaving ; it contained some paper 
moncy and the message (in execrable French) “ O shepherd or wayfarer of the 
mountains, receive the joyous salutation of twelve English pilgrims ! If you have 
need of this treasure, take 1t; if not, leave it for him who some day later shall pass by. 
Hold fast with your whole heart to the unity of all men, of whatsoever nation, who 
have goodwill. God watch between you and all of us ! ”? ‘This small ritual was out 
last act as the clouds broke. We took swift decision and, lame ducks or no, set on to 
the final assault of the Andorran frontier. It has been a long, rough climb, strangeand 
desolate and grand. A shepherd and a mule sect us on our way; the sheep-dogs 
bolted yelping after three galloping chamois on the hill-top. Five of us, out- 
distancing the rest by reason of the mules’ disconcerting speed, reached the bare, 
cold waters of La Soulanet tarn, said farewell to our escort (for the shepherd shook 
his head over the mule’s attempt at the final ascent), laid out two tents, cooking- 
pots and provisions, with a message, by the lake-side, for the use of those behind, and 
made the last lap out of France together. .. . And now we stand at 8,000 feet, on the 
rock-ridge which divides two nations. At our back, in the shadow of this Striding 
Edge, lics the tarn—a mere pond, and the tents but pale-green mushrooms on its 
margin—and all those wild, bare ways by which we have come. Before our faces 
Andorra, the ancient and secret Republic, stands up, fold behind fold of precipitous 
mountain, against the evening sky. It is a land not so large on the map as Greater 
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London, and its hidden valleys house but 5,000 souls—yet in this hour it looks 
wonderful and solemn beyond power of words. A wreath of cloud has risen from 
the summit of the huge Pic de Bagnels, that sheer, curving wall which faces across 
the valley at our feet—a wreath that rises ghostly grey until it meets the late sun and 
catches fire as a rosy feather upon the fading vault above. Make haste down and 
down, for we shall not unfold our tents before the sun has set and the dew come. 


VIL.—STORM 

Cloud over the hill-tops as we five broke camp this morning, and at the first 
Andorran hamlet of Lo Serrat the rain began. We stepped dry into St. Peter’s bare, 
clean little chapel, ate a ration of raisins and chocolate, chanted “ O be joyful unto 
the Lord, all yc lands ” before its primitively beautiful altar—and stepped out into 
the wet. At Ordino we lunched as inordinately as it rained, and all the afternoon we 
waded down a stony road grown more and more into a water-course as the miles 
went on, Soaked to the skin, with the Union Jack flying and singing “Rogerum,” 
we marched into the Passa Principal of Andorra-la-Vella, the capital of this ancient 
land. We made ourselves as dry as we might at Cisco’s famous pub., ate and drank 
and went to bed, apprehensive of too much company in the night. But it is some- 
thing more august than the little people of Spanish bedsteads which holds us wide 
awake, Thunder is raging backwards and forwards through the high mountains, 
now crashing with a stunning suddenness right over the town and now tumbling 
through all the recesses of this little land with a long deep sound for all the world like 
bowls in a wooden skittle-alley of giants. The lightning not merely flashes : it laps 
the sky continuously, so that sometimes, for minutes together, it is less interrupted 
than the shuttered beam ofa lighthouse. The rain gives way to a roaring noise which 
comes up the valley at us with express speed—the next moment hail, in a solid sheet 
like the slap of a great open palm, strikes wall and roof and window.... And if 
Tubby with the last six are still under canvas at the frontier! Rescue in the night is 
out of all question. We admit to a dreadful anxiety. 

But half the tale must remain untold. Tubby and the last six were all the while 
snug in bed in the only “ posh ” hotel in the Republic—for to Escaldas, in mistake for 
Andorra, Tubby had led his men that afternoon, a few hours behind our tracks, with 
that happy disregard for geography which he turns to such constant good use. What 
shall be said of a memorable reunion and a Homeric supper next day, of a motor- 
bus journey all the day after, which belongs to the world of sheer fantasy (else how 
could twelve men cling on to portmanteaux and oil drums on the roof of an over- 
loaded vehicle, traversing roads washed away by rain, or balancing two wheels on 
the brink of chasms, hour after hour ?), of the still more complete reunion of the 
whole expedition at Perpignan at midnight, of a little camp within six yards of the 
Mediterranean, of Carcassone (with a hot bath as well as its historical monuments), 
and of the whole journey home ? These things are written indelibly in the remem- 
brance of a happy few : the rest of the Toc H world has had to bear long enough 
with the narrative. At least Andorra is now discovered—for all time. As for next 
year, did somcone whisper Corsica ? B. B. 
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CAWLEY CALLING! 
NEARLY-AT-SEA. 
My Dear Eprror, Angust 31, 1923 

It is not the customary form of address to the Editor of an important journal, but 
having met you it is impossible to give you the cold title of “ Editor.” 

If these pages are still damp when they reach you it might be kind to publish the 
information that it is neither the “ sea-air ?” of West Kirby (where the “ Bains ” 
made us weep tears of appreciation) nor the cect of rain-drops which fell so freely 
at Chester and Rowton (where the Secretary of the L.\W.H. overwhelmed us with 
kindness), but the tears of mingled sorrow and joy at the contemplation of leaving 
England and members and friends of Toc H. There is joy in the possession of a 
steamer ticket. There is sorrow in the fact that it is proof of intention to leave, fora 
few years at all events, the most unique group of Christian workers it has been my 
pleasure to fallin with. There is joy in the anticipation of the work in Canada and the 
unlimited possibilities which it leads the mind to ponder upon. There is sorrow in the 
“ farewell ” and the “ good-bye.” It is farewell to thousands of brethren whom it 
was my privilege to mect during my three months in England. 

Many privileges were mine whilst amongst the readers of the JouRNAL in the land 
of green fields. Not onc has been used without sincere appreciation. In these privi- 
leges the life of Toc H was manifested. Meetings of branches where I arrived as a 
stranger and was welcomed as one of the family ; conferences north and conferences 
south. Manchester and Canterbury, Oxford and Repton, Sheffield and Southampton, 
Leeds and London, Cheltenham and Stockport, Reading and Hull, Spen Valley and 
Halifax, Blackburn and Liverpool, Northwich, and other places where the “ salt of 
the earth ” is found, all have a place in my pleasant-memory box. 

Nor is Toc H seen only in its meetings by a visitor. The “ Boys’ Club ” at Lambeth 
and the Prince in his palace feel its influence and invigorating power. It is a net 
with all kinds of fish and the strands are cords of self-sacrificing love. 

REALLY-AT-SEA. 
September 2. 

Ifone would know Toc H it is inadvisable to theorise about it. The literature may 
be read and its ideals meditated upon. The reality consists in living it and in it. Itcan 
only be tested by experience. It links up with the only loveliness of The War, the 
practical way of destroying the possibility of war. It creates a gem of brotherhood 
from the mud and slime of Flanders. It ereéts to our dead a “ Memorial ” which is 
throbbing with life. It attempts to fill the gaps made vacant by the horror of 1914 
with living heroes for the present. It transmits to the present and to the future the 
“ practical fellowship ” necdful for the reconstruétion. It conquers hate by feeding 
the fires of love. It attempts to make each member a living assistant in the solution 
of modern problems by doing his part in his own best way. It possesses houses 
which are huge dynamos of service, for they are centres of prayer and family worship. 


It mingles each of every class in meetings and in work. If one would know Toc H 
it is necessary to be in it. 
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And now Cheerio, and again Cheerio. Is it not cause for joy ? Who could resist 
letting go and appearing slightly insane at the prospeét which appears when the 
boats leaps on to the Great Dominion. For Toc H knows no bounds. It is limitless. 
Tt must circle the earth with its spirit. And Canada is to have the first “ Hostel Over- 
seas »—-Mark I. Canapa. The name is a sign of the living power of Toc H. 

So, my Dear Editor, will you publish this? And with it these concluding words 
of sincere gratitude to all who made my stay in England so pleasant and so instrudtive. 
Studying Toc H at work is the only satisfactory method of spreading the movement. 
It must be scen. The Job Master (at each meeting) is the reminder that it is a move- 
ment of work. The number and kinds of calls tell what others are expecting of us. 
The requests vary from “ men to scrape whitewash ” to the need for well-trained 
Scoutmasters. That religion should thus express itself is the guarantee of the 
permanence of “ Everyman’s Club once of Ypres and Poperinghe.” 


CAWLEY OF CANADA. 


THE REPTON WEEK-END 
(AUGUST 17-20, 1923) 
chee August week-end spent together at Repton was a real enrichment. Honour 
A where honour is duc. First to the Headmaster, who not only entertained and 
instructed us, but attended all our services, conferences and sing-songs. Then to 
the qth Derby Boy Scouts, who served the meals at the double without a single 
casualty to the crockery. Nor least to Grime of Derby and old Blount of Knutsford, 
who ran the Q side of things ; and to Baine of Liverpool Toc H, who again and 
again led us to clear thinking on deep things. 

Friday evening found some fourteen fellows joining in the final sing-song of the 
W.E.A. Summer School, who moved out of the wonderful school buildings as we 
moved in, and by Saturday evening eighty members had rolled up from the 
following branches and groups :—Birmingham, Bristol, Canterbury, Derby, 
Exeter, Halifax, Leeds, Leicester, Liverpool, London, Manchester, Northampton, 
Northwich, Sheffield, Sleaford and Southampton. Sunday began with a celebration 
in the School Chapel, taken by Padre Cawley, on the point of returning to Winnipeg 
for his great pionecr venture for the Kingdom in the name of Toc H throughout 
the Dominion of Canada. We prayed, and surely will not cease to do so, that Toc H 
in Canada may be richly blessed and that Padre Cawley may be inspired and encour- 
aged in his great adventure. 

After breakfast a morning service was held in the School’s beautiful War Memorial 
Quad (what place more suitable !), taken by Tubby, and then we all adjourned to the 
Headmaster’s garden, where we conferred hard under a large tree. 

The Conference turned on the question of “ Expansion and Stability.” The 
present position appears to be such that there could, possibly within the lifetime of 
many, be spread over the whole earth a thin veneer of Toc H; fifty or sixty houses 
could be opened, perhaps, within the next few years and a very large membership 
could be secured expressive of cordiality and good-fellowship, and by adopting one 
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of the professional agencies for raising money financial difliculties could be solved. 
The objections to this are fairly obvious ; the pure note heard by so many during and 
after the War would not be truly echoed to the younger generation; the Toc H 
spirit would be diluted on the cheap. 


But the alternative is not without its dangers. If we go slow, restricting member- 
ship carefully to those who have the Toc H spirit, do we not run the risk of detestable 
Pharisecism ? Shall we thus be adding to the bulk of good in the world by which 
the evil of the world is to be overcome ? Should we not seck to introduce Social 
Service to an area of life usually left stranded, both for the great contribution which 
that life can make and for the inevitable reaction for good which there will be on that 
life ? Social Service for its own sake alone is ineffective and provides only palltatives ; 
let us not be afraid of our dynamic, but seck so to change men’s minds and outlook 
that when economic changes come such changes may be fully eflective for good. 
“If ye only love them who love you,” where is the virtue ? “ Faith without works is 
dead,” and there are associations of people for whom it may hereafter be more 
tolerable for Sodom and Gomorrah than for them, for it is not everyone who saith 
“ Lord, Lord,” but he that doeth the Will, who is acceptable. 


The general feeling reached by the Conference favoured a middle course—to bind 
existing Houses, Branches and groups much more closely together in District 
Federations and let such Federations push ahead with the formation of new groups 
throughout their respective areas, but to go slow with the opening of new Houses. 


A faint feint attack on the advisability of opening Houses at all drew Tubby’s 
defence. In addition to the more obvious advantages toa Branch in having a House, 
the Houses should stand for ever as permanent protests against apathy and stagnation. 
The Movement is building for a remote future, it is not an ad hoc organisation, and 
“the Marks ” are the property, not of the particular Branch, but the Movementas a 
whole. Therefore, in years to come, if, as has happened with all societies of long 
duration, including the Church of England itself, the Movement flags and falters, 
then the Houses will stand as evidence of the spirit of their founders and can again 
be filled with that spirit in God’s own good time, and the Society shall recover its 
energy and live again. Without Houses such recovery might prove impossible. 
The Houses will stand for all time as protests against any abuse or perversion of the 
ideals of their founders. 


The means of approaching the younger generation was thrashed out after lunch. 
The machinery on the Public School side functions well, but the stupendous problem 
of how to reach the majority of the population which leaves the elementary schools 
of the kingdom before reaching 14 years of age has not so far been solved. For 
the present, efforts must be made to recruit from the ranks of the many Boy Scout 
Troops and Boys’ Clubs with which Toc H is mixed up. 

In the evening there was a general discussion on various topics. The unanimous 
opinion was that the Repton dose must be repeated next year ; and that more local 


Conferences of adjacent Branches must supplement its work. 
Micu. I. 
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THE TOC EMMAS 


PP AUE number of branches has exactly doubled during the summer, and though 

| this is nothing to “cackle ” about, it is quite a hopeful sign. It is also refreshing 
to find that the holiday scason, extending beyond August at both ends, is not so 
universal as one supposed, and that quite a number of things happen while the heads 
of departments are away. 

Bazaars seem to be in vogue at present. Manchester really set this fashion by the 
systematic way in which it is working up for their “ great effort ” in February, 1924. 
Sheffield is doing likewise, and every member of this new and busy branch will have 
her hands full. London, not to be left behind, had a jolly kind of mixed sale and mem- 
bers’ meeting in July, and encouraged by the result, is attempting something on a 
larger scale in November, with the worthy objeé of restoring or replacing some of 
the genuinely antique furniture of Mark I. 

The Shotton Toc Emmas, exhilarated by the ascent of the Tower of Chester 
Cathedral, discussed the winter’s work, and laid plans for contributing towards the 
Manchester bazaar, and roped in the sometime Treasurer of Talbot House for a 
meeting. (N.B.-He was not present, but his better half aided and abetted the plot.) 
These friendly expeditions and gatherings are rightly becoming an important part 
of the L.W.H. scheme. The London members meet again on Oétober 11, at 8 p.m., 
to hear Miss Locket, of the North Lambeth C.O.S., speak on social work. 

The Blackburn, Exeter and Birmingham branches have all been busy, and Halifax 
is rejoicing in having a House to equip. The baby branch (you may guess which it 
is) distinguished itself in preparing for and meeting royalty. 

THE BIRTHDAY 

It is not too soon to begin thinking about this. Last year a handful (quite a large 
hand) of enthusiasts met in conference on the L.W.H. in an imposing room at the 
Church Army H.Q. This year we hope for a reversal of this condition, and that the 
L.W.H. office will be filled to overflowing with members and representatives from 
all he branches. 

BADGE 

A small golden lamp, to be worn as a brooch, has been adopted as the badge of 
the L.W.H. It is so like real gold that it won’t be safe to leave it about as other 
jewellery may be left about, nor should it ever be left unguarded near so impecunious 
a person as the Treasurer of Toc H. It costs 15. 9¢., and every Toc Emma should 
wear one. They may be obtained from the L.W.H. Secretary, 23 Queen’s Gate 
Gardens, S.W.7. 

WHAT'S IN A NAME? 

Many people are mystified by the name “ Toc Emma.” It arose somehow after 
the Queen’s visit to Mark VII, but Mark VII modestly disclaims the invention 
thereof. It is really just as simple a name as “ Toc H.” Toc Emma stands for T.M., 
the initials of “ Trench Mortar.” For what it meant in the army, refer to any Service 


or ex-Service man; its future interpretation is in the hands of the Toc Emmas 
themselves. » A.B. S.M. 
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BRANCH NEWS 


LDERSHOT. At the Missionary Féte held in Farnborough on July 18, Toc H was repre- 
L Xsented by the “ Toc H Eastern Exhibition Stall,” supervised by Padre Drury. This exhibition 
was the first of its kind to introduce Toc H into this neighbourhood. Five new members were 
initiated on July 24. A procession was formed to bring the “ Lamp of Maintenance ” from the Old 
Parish Church, and the initiation and Grand Light Ceremony took place on the return to the 
Padre’s lawn. During the ceremony Mr. F. G. Lesiter sang “ In Flanders Fields,” which was very 
effective. Refreshments were afterwards dispensed, and a musical programme followed, which was 
much enjoyed. On Wednesday, August 1, a very successful Garden Féte was held on behalf of the 
Aldershot Y.M.C.A., which was opened by Lady Askwith, the chairman for the opening cere- 
mony being General Sir Sturmy Cave; the speaker, Sir Arthur Yapp. Toc H was represented on 
the Committee by our Secretary and our Job Master. Twenty-two members also assisted on the day. 
Glorious sunshine on August Bank Holiday brought twenty-nine smiling faces to the char-a-bancs 
bound for Brighton. On our arrival several members visited the Museum for the purpose of seeing 
the Lamp and Petition of the Brighton Branch. The Firemen’s Fête was held the same day, and the 
Padre got busy with his three assistants by helping the Firemen’s Committee. On Saturday, 
August 11, the Rev. W. E. Drury organised an exhibition of Eastern relics. Five stalls were arranged 
round the grounds of the W’orking-men’s Club at Bagshot Lea, which was quite an attraction for 
the villagers. Toc H is the topic of conversation in this area, and numerous inquiries are still being 
made, so we are hoping to become a strong branch in the future. H. W. S. 


BLACKBURN. Look! The new branch at Blackburn assembled on August 8 to elect its officers, 
the following being elected :—-President : Canon J. Sinker (Vicar of Blackburn); Secretary: Riley; 
Treasurer: Wrench; Job Master : Condon, Senior ; Press Secretary : Markham; Padres: Rev. 
J. Clayton and Rev. J. H. Finch. These, together with Heaton and Nightingale, will form the 
executive, One point of interest in this formidable list is, that Heaton and Nightingale are Foundation 
members and have certainly infused us with Toc H Stimulant. Although we feel somewhat bucked 
at the honorable title of No. 44 Branch, we are by no means overcome with fat-headedness, but are 
Still anxious to retain our progressive reputation. Our latest project is to secure a room for our very 
own, so that we can paint Toc H on the window. This is not really our objective, we are merely feel- 
ing our way before launching out for Mark Status. The financial help desired by headquarters is also 
getting our best, and we hope shortly to rise to the occasion, We were very noisy just before bed- 
time, “Rogerum,” “ Ning of Caractacus”’ and divers other songs being shouted with great gusto. 
August 28 saw us together once again ; we made a great noise to attract the attention of late comers, 
as we were meeting in a new room, our old onc having been turned into a café. Hot-pot followed, 
and only good manners prevented same ‘‘’ungry’uns ” from asking for a fourth helping. Then 
Padre Finch gave us a talk on “ God,” an interesting discussion at the close testifying to the in- 
terest in the talk. A local holiday prevents us mecting again until the end of September, so for the 
present must dry up. Bus. 


BRADFORD. Our Branch is still as lively as ever. We have had a visit from Grantibus, who 
helped us considerably with his advice and aéted as a link with Headquarters. We hope to see him 
again very soon. Bottomley, one of our Foundation members, entertained the whole Branch to 
supper inhis garden at Nab Woodlatcin July. We hada glorious evening, and were glad to welcome 
two of the Ledbergh Brothers, Ellison and Packard, tothe festive gathering. We had promised 
to help to raise funds for the Blind Institution at the County Cricket Match, played at Park Avenue, 
and were successful notwithstanding the rushing of the gates by an enormous crowd. The next 
piece of work we are to undertake is to help with the Ledbergh Mission Club, a Boys’ Club run by 
past and present members of Ledbergh School for the poorer lads in the city. Most of our members 
have been away on holiday, and are now settling down to the ordinary routine. Some look pretty 
brown, and it is rumoured that one or two suffered from love-sickness at Scarborough and More- 
cambe, but there is no proof, except that long letters are being mysteriously despatched. We are 
all looking forward to the winter season, and have much work ia front of us, which we hope to 

tackle ina real Toc H manner. A. B. S. 
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CAMBRIDGE. Yes, Mr. Editor, it may surprise you to hear that we’rc Still alive here, but it’s 
truc. We may have cast an envious eye now and again on the communiqués from the Oxford 
front ; but the objeét of our envy has been not so much the intense aétivity of our friends at “ the 
other place ” as the superiority of their Intelligence Department. Our University Secretary de- 
veloped in May a sudden zeal for examinations ; our Town Secretary, to show how hard-worked 
he was, got an Assistant Secretary appointed ; and the three of them settled down to the old game 
of playing off one against the other two. So complete was their success that our doings for the whole 
of the summer have been enveloped in an impenetrable mist of silence. But we have been getting 
along quite nicely, thank you, and we have managed to get quite a lot of things done. To begin with, 
we have been slowly and surely increasing our town membership, and the departure of our Univer- 
sity friends on their nefarious callings has not prevented the rest of us from getting together. Our 
mectings have produced a plan of campaign for running a local Boys’ Club, engineered by Dye, of 
Christ’s, and a talk on Y.M.C.A. work, “ hopping,” and holiday camps, by a team of speakers 
collected by our indefatigable Job Master; and appropriate a€tion has ensued. We have given 
earnest thought to the appeal from H.Q. for an increased contribution from Branches, and results 
are already appearing. We have had talks, not wholly unconneéted with a certain war, from our 
Padre, E. S. Woods, and the Chairman. Last, but not least, we planned an attack by water onalland 
sundry at the May Races on behalf of St. Dunstan’s, and the resulting sum proved that Toc H in 
Cambridge can produce a very creditable band of pirates. So much for the past—not a showy 
record, you may say, but at all events a foundation for further building. At the time of writing we are 
notina position to advertise any Star performances for next term, though we feel pretty confident 
that such will be forthcoming. But we can and do hereby give notice to all members of Toc H in all 
the habitable parts of the globe that, if any one of you will have the courage to alight at the worst 
railway station in the world, we will do our best to make you forget your first impression. 


CARDIFF. Scparations are usually sad, and the news that Stanley Pothan was leaving Cardiff 
for Malta was, to us, well nigh a tragedy. As Secretary and Treasurer of the Cricket Club, he did a 
tremendous amount of work ; and one knows from experience that it takes a lot of courage to 
organise any new thing. Then there was his constancy and enthusiasm at the Boys’ Club; we 
admired that, too. He was always most reliable, and what higher tribute can one pay ? Malta should 
be the richer for Pothan’s invasion! The farewell dinner held in his honour at the Central Hotel 
on Wednesday, August 1, will long live in our memories. Padre Clark presided, and made up for 
several notable absences, which we know were unavoidable. The rest of the Branch missed the 
best night we have yet had ; the speeches were short, but intensely sincere. It was, however, after 
the table ceremonies that we felt the brotherhood of Toc H, when the whole assembly broke into 
song, and sang with full heart almost all the songs that were ever written. We are proud to chronicle 
the privilege of greeting Hugh Ketchum on his arrival at the Cardiff Docks per the s.s. “ Canadian 
Mariner,” from Toronto, early on Friday, July 27. There is an element of romance about meeting 
a Strange brother, and the romance was enhanced by Ketchum’s confederates, who were, indeed,a 
very mixed crowd ! Before dispatching Ketchum to Tubby, who was then at Shrewsbury, we did 
our best, under difficulties, to entertain our guest. May we take this opportunity of wishing him 
the best of luck, wherever he may be ! Toc H Cardiff Cricket Club have, like the rest, packed up for 
the season. The record—won 1, lost 6, and 1 tie—does not look much on paper, but the results 
are due, to some extent, to their being all ‘‘ away ” matches, as our club possessed no ground of its 
own. The valuc of our entry into sport, however, has been infinite ; it brought Toc H into touch 
with people who had never heard of it before, and helped to increase the membership of the Branch 
with an ideal type of man. There is no doubt that next year Charlie Werry and his little band will 
do better than ever. At the time of writing, we are looking for a dug-out or an old barn—possibly 
an old office—which shal! be our own for ever—till we get something better ! 5 


CHELTENHAM. Since our last, we have again been to Oxford and-had a jolly good time, six 
of us, and the blighters who didn’t were sorry. Then came a meeting to discuss high finance, and 
following that on July 13 we hada visit from our beloved Pat Leonard. For that night we returned to 
our early home, the Spinning Wheel Café. The kindly ladies who preside there put up a large 
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notice “ Welcome Home,” which gavc the tone to the whole evening. Asa branch we can never be 
sufficiently grateful to them, and if we ever recruit Toc Emmas in Cheltenham they shall be the 
frst. After supper we adjourned to the roof of Unwin’s Studio, and Pat gave us a real good talk 
Straight from the shoulder. The singing of Rogerum” that night is still discussed by late strollers in 
the Promenade. On July 30 we had Padre Cawley, of Winnipeg, and it is unnecessary to boost him. 
By this time he is known to a large proportion of the members. He had a great reception. How he 
was turned out to sleep in the garden, how he nearly missed the train, and why the hon. sec. had to 
buy a new tyre, he will no doubt relate to his Canadian flock in due course. The famous cricket 
match, when Toc H beat the Town Eleven by six wickets, has never been recorded. Jessop’s 89 
was worthy of his famous kinsman. Hardy and Dickinson also batted as such famous pedagogues 
should. On Oétober 1 we hope to open our new Boys’ Club opposite St. Peter’s Church. For some 
time Bardwell has had fatigue parties busy washing offand distempering. The result, when one con- 
siders the heat and the inexperience of the brush wallahs, is most satisfactory, and Bardwell’s 
patience with his squad is highly commendable. In future our mectings will be held in the upper 
room above the Boys’ Club. Coffee and cakes will be obtainable from the canteen, and what 
members save on the abolishment of supper will go, we hope, to the H.Q. Fund. Please help us, 
you chaps. O. Jewell has taken on the secretaryship of the Boys’ Club and is open to receive offers 
of help of every sort. This Club is going to be no ceremonial, but real hard work ina bit of Chel- 
tenham which is a disgrace to a town which flaunts so proud a motto. So carry on, Toc H! 


COLCHESTER. Our tennis club has been a social success, but, so far, a financial failure | 
But we are not downhearted, and next year shall see great things. We are now beginning to dig 
in for the winter and preparing to make the most of a powerful kick-off when Tubby comes to visit 
us on October 20-21. We think ourselves lucky to get him so early in the season. Another catch! 
Padre R. J. Jack, who had experience of the mud of Flanders and the heat of Egypt during the war, 
has consented to become our Branch Padre. We are very glad to get him, and feel sure he will be 
a great asset to us. WLS Ps 


COVENTRY. Apart from our usual aftivities, we are now getting into touch with the C.L.B., 
and goodness knows where that will end. That’s the best of Toc H, there is so much adventure in 
it, a fellow thinks he will manifest a little interest in so-and-so, then, before he knows what has 
happened, he finds himself absorbed in problems the solving of which demands the exercise of all 
his abilities. Several of the members are booked up to give le@ures, and in cach case we hope a 
bodyguard will accompany the speaker to cover his retreat if itis rendered imperative. We shall be 
disappointed if we are unable to obtain a room to serve as our permanent headquarters. — Our 
autumn programme has been issued in card form. We have several notable visits to anticipate. 
On September 7 our new Padre, the Rev. H. S. F. Williams, M.C. (Vicar of Foleshill), gave a further 
talk on Palestine, which interested us very much indeed. We count it a great achievement to have 
Mr. Williams as our Padre. We know he will be the source of constant inspiration and hela 

OLLY 


DEESIDE AND DISTRICT. Much regret is felt amongst our Branch that we were unable to 
turn out in greater force to welcome in our midst, on August 11, two brothers from Northwich and 
one from Spen Valley. Most of our chaps were enjoying a well-earned rest by the scaside or in the 
country. Gossip about “ Lord” Meldix has not yet died down amongst some of the tennis 
enthusiasts of Shotton ; not regarding his powers at tennis, but the strength with which he 
waffles. Gatewhite and ice cream—’nuff said. Nine Liverpudlians, one Northwicher, and six 
Deesiders joined together in a picnic at Burton, Cheshire, on August 25. Though the weather was 
damp, our spirits were dry, and we spent a jolly time. Notwithstanding all the talk of birthday 
parties in the higher realms, we, on Deeside, are anticipating a party very soon in this distri& to 
celebrate the anniversary of the birthday of our Branch. Enthusiasm is not lacking. Now that the 
winter is drawing nigh, we confidently hope to spread the Toc H ideals over a larger area in North 
Wales, and get “ right there.” We think that a birthday party is just the thing to “ get going ” and 
will play no small part in our winter campaign. FLUFF 
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DERBY. The Repton Concentration will be all over when these words appear in the JouRNAL, 
but at this very moment there are Stout fellows of the Derby Branch already camping out at Repton 
to air the ground, and our Quartermaster (who has had considerable experience during recent 
years as a Lance-Batman’s deputy-assistant) is rushing round with a harassed look that bodes 
no good for any stray provisions. Verily, nil desperandum Grimo duce, auspice Grimo! So 
much for the future. To return to the past, we have had a very flying visit from Tubby. As for 
his name, and his fingerprints, are they not indclibly imprinted in the book of the chronicles of 
the Branch at Derby ? Some of us have taken our Toc H troop of Scouts to camp—a jolly good 
camp, too. The memory of Mick’s defaulters and sick parades will stay to cheer us for many 
moons, and there is a basc rumour about the willing lad who always volunteered to fetch the milk. 
We can only say that his motive was simply willingness to oblige. Now, as the villain invariably 
remarks as the plot thickens, I will return to my mountain fagtness. But we shall meet again. 
Hal Hal Ha! Denis G. 


_ HALIFAX. Most of us by now have come back from our holidays (ordinary work—no break 
in our Toc H work) and ready—?—for the winter’s grind. Repton was a success, I’m sure. We are 
looking forward to the winter’s Toc H programme without fear of miscarriage ; all pitfalls, with 
the help of past experience, being more easily avoided. The Branch hopes to be in its new home 
and settled by Christmas, ready to welcome all and sundry, Toc H and otherwise. As it is not yet 
definite, the programme of the winter mectings is being delayed, and up to Christmas monthly 
warnings arc to be issued. Intending visitors please note. This month sees us attaining the important 
age of one year—September 29. On that day a party will be held, and on September 30 we hope to 
bag about half-a-dozen—?—charas, if required, and take some Branch by storm. We have in mind 
a Standing invitation from our brothers in Windermere. Members of neighbouring Branches are 
invited, and they will be taken along at cost price (Yorkshire). What about it, West Riding ? The 
month of July has been kind to us, especially the last week of it. Housing has been a frequent 
subject of discussion, and the results will be “ dished up ” in our next. July 25 saw Pat over from 
Manchester, and after a good pow-wow we decided, with the assistance of the local Scouts, to form 
a Toc H R.S. Patrol. There is not yet one in Halifax (shame!), and we hope to be the first. In 
connection with this we (most of us) are going into camp for a week-end in September, in company 
with the Halifax Scoutmasters. Saturday, July 28, brought “ Sawbones ” on his first visit, and the 
Branch was entertained to supper by a then friend and now member of the Branch. Uswal Toc H 
hours were kept of course, and many were the «sal Toc H explanations given to irate wives. 
Sawbones took services in two churches during the day of the z9th, the Branch being in force on 
both occasions. We sincerely hope to have him again amongst us at a very early date. Then on the 
31St, at the Central Executive, it was definitely decided to post Padre Birkmire to Halifax. A rcal 
Yorkshire welcome awaits him on his arrival. He will have some real work the first few months, but 
he can rely on every man, and it may assist him to know this. Avec Es 


HULL: MARK X. Yes! we have no sluggards | We are really installed in our ’ouse at last. 
Since last our voice was raised in the JourNAL—(the fretful tones of an infant Branch)—much has 
transpired. “ Tiny ” and “ Parkie ’’—respectively Gen the roth and Warden—are now waiting 
with broad Toc H smiles upon the doorstep of Mark X to welcome brothers from every branch in 
the country. We hope to see many “‘ notabilities ? (Toc H) at the opening of the Hostel in the near 
future—mceanwhile, “Phyllis,” the Job Master, scrounges furnishing sin style in the Branch Tin 
Lizzie. During the Summer we have, amongst other a¢tivities, worked for the Hull and East Riding 
Institute for the Blind, the Royal Infirmary, and organised an exhibition of the remarkably fine 
work of Painted Fabrics. We welcomed the latter particularly as it brought to us again the beloved 
George Spragge. Amongst the very welcome visitors since the advent of Barkis have been 
Grantibus and Padre Cawley—both of whom left behind a reinforced spirit of optimism, together 
with a firm resolve in the Branch to keep the Lamp burning bravely. The Chief Constable of Hull, 
one of our members, gave us interesting and racy tips on “ How to evade the Arm of the Law.” 
But to enlarge upon our many aétivities would bring the wrathful Bradders down upon us armed 
with a large blue pencil. The comparative quiet voice of the Branch by no means indicates we are 
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asleep. Indeed, the loca! nucleus of the Toc Emmas will sec to it that we don’t ! We are shortly 
very reluctantly parting with one of our most enthusiastic members, and would warn the London 
Brigade that they will lose much if they fail to rope in Canon G. L. Buchanan. On November 14 we 
are aspiring to dizzy heights and launching the first Toc H Annual Ball. Bring your toothbrush and 
pumps and we'll put you up at Mark X, even if it is in one of our marble baths or on the billiard 
table. Finally, don’t tail to sample “ ‘Tiny’s ” Strawberry tarts and roll up and receive a real York- 
shire welcome. (Phyllis adds: even it the Warden # a Lincolnshire “Y.B.” Now, then, Avec Em, 
guess that one !) “ PARKIE ” 


LEICESTER. Mark you well, Mark XI will open for visitors about Oétober 15, a week after 
the first few hoStellers Start to dig themselves in. Our Honorary Treasurer seems to have spent his 
holiday chiefly in bringing this about. Our great regret is that in getting the house we lose Dr. 
Donald ; there are few who understand Toc Has he does. The house lately his has something of the 
situation in De Montfort Square that Mark I has in Queen’s Gate Gardens. It is within two minutes’ 
walk of the Midland Station, through which so many members of other Branches often pass. Of 
course, we shall pay the penalties of expansion. One cannot but feel a certain regret at the inevitable 
severing of our conneétion with the ever-hospitable Greyfriars Café, the staff of which we used to 
keep out of their beds until such unconscionable hours on Wednesday evenings. More recent in 
institution, but almost as difficult to relinquish without a sigh, were those wonderful suppers in the 
Padrenage—tea and Melton pie, with occasional sausage rolls and ribstone pippins. We sent a 
contingent to Repton, and Sawbones beguiled five others into walking there with him. Although 
unable to carry out any of Grant’s great plans of going as picrrots by barge, or as nigger minstrels by 
pantechnicon, these tramps appear to have made their presence felt en route well cnough, especially 
in the neighbourhood of all places of refreshment. On the Wednesday after Repton, by the kindness 
of Kinloch Jones, we met in St. Saviour’s Parish Hall and played skittles and so on in between 
whiles ; this was when Sawbones was in the wilds of Suffolk. We are now very much back to busi- 
ness. In the continued indisposition of the Bombardier, a Jobbery Committee is passing a fine comb 
over the Branch for potential Police Court Missioners, Rugger coaches, entertainers for the deaf 
and dumb, uncles for the Desford boys, and other folk to fill jobs of all sorts and sizes. F.W.M. 


LONDON: MARK II. With moŝt of the Branch members away holiday-making, and the 
hostellers, too, dispersed to the four corners of the Kingdom, the branch news for the past month is 
not very exciting. Even with a denuded House, however, we were able to win the Swimming Relay 
race, Thanks to Wim, Dunkley, Forsdyke, Ashfield, Peterson and Moscow, we were able to show 
Mark I which was Cock House. The committee have been busy formulating a most interesting 
programme of visitors for the Autumn. Members should note the more immediate, which appears 
elsewhere among “‘ Coming Events.” To the less serious-minded it will be good news that a Dance 


is being arranged for carly in November. The details will be ready for publication all in good 
time, 


LONDON: MARK VII. The Rhyl Street Old Boys’ Club, to which reference was made in the 
last issue of the Journat, looks like being a very healthy child of Mark VII Branch. Opened on 
July 13, with thirty-five boys, it has, in the space of eight weeks, increased its membership to 
seventy-seven, and the prospeéts are excellent. The boys are tremendously keen, and if we can cope 
with the increasing numbers by getting more accommodation and more equipment, the concern 
should be very well established by the end of the year. The club has been athliated to the London 
Federation of Working Boys’ Clubs, and registered with the L.C.C. It has joined the Parliament Hill 
Football League. The first Football Trial was held on Saturday, September 8, and was quite 
successful. The club also runs its own canteen. The starting of this Club was a great opportunity for 
Toc H, as in Kentish Town and its neighbourhood there seems to be a dearth of boys’ clubs, which 
are needed there as much as in any other part of London. At any rate, thanks to the energies of the 
small team who undertook the responsibility of running the Rhyl Street Old Boys’ Club, the Branch 
has made a Start in supplying a much felt want, and there will be many more opportunities in the 
same direction in the near future. J. W. A. 


422 


MAIDSTONE. A very pleasant half-day was spent on Saturday, August 11, when the Maid- 
Stone Branch entertained their Canterbury cousins at East Farleigh—a quaint old-world village 
about 2} miles from the town. The company, embarking in craft of various patterns and sizes, 
explored one of the prettiest reaches of the Medway. Supper followed, and, after brief and 
appropriate speeches, “ Rogerum” and the National Anthem were sung. It may be of 
interest to note that the Maidstone Branch has begun to take a real part in Social Service in a cor- 
porate manner, having afforded some assistance to the local Committee for the Imperial War Relief 
Fund in colleéting clothing for the Near Eastern Refugees, and on two occasions supplied a number 


of Stewards for local fétes in a worthy cause. Maidstone’s Greetings to “ all the other chaps |” 
Hops 


MANCHESTER. People have been telling us we were disgustingly slack in not writing Man- 
chester notes more regularly. It is true that once we missed the post, but with regard to other 
occasions, if the complainers had looked beyond “ Branch Notes ” they would frequently have 
found the principal Manchester events described at length. We are very deserted at present, most 
of our star performers being on holiday. It seems as if Pat must have fallen down a crevasse in the 
Alps, as no news of him has come for wecks, and, judging by his exploits last year, if he were alive 
he would at least have assaulted a gendarme by now. Tubby—not the greater Tubby that rules 
Toc H, but the (spiritually) lesser Tubby that rules the temporalities of Mark IV—disappeared after 
the Duke of York’s Camp. George Muller—another disappearance—is probably starting riots in 
the gambling hells of Toulouse. It is curious how well we get on without all the absentees—our 
new scullion trying, by sprinkling pepper in folks’ pyjamas, to prevent us missing even D 
H—. This happy event (our surviving) is largely due to Comber’s success in the rôle of Pooh 
Bah. He has been particularly brilliant in arranging Guest Nights. Our tennis team, after a career 
of unparalleled glory, crashed at the end against Northwich Toc H. We missed Steele and Carter— 
both gone to America—sadly, and also the latter’s many-hued blazer, international badge, and array 
of racquets, which usually demoralised opponents before a match was begun. Hostellers, by the 
way, will also miss Stecle’s drawing-room Stories. Smith (late of Mark VII) has deserted us for 
Wilmslow—and other attraétions, and Wally Watford has joined a fellowship of two. Cawley 
and Meade have visited us during the summer. Fuzzy 


NORTHWICH. A place where the cobble-stones harass the feet-—that is Northwich. Yet who 
has condescended of late totread its humble pavement—why, noneotherthan the famous “Tubby.” 
Yes, that dear old rounded face of his has been. No strains of music rent the air, no cannon thun- 
dered forth its greeting, but silent and alone he came, “ unkempt, unwashed and uncared for,” 
when the industrial world was feeding. Well, Northwich is getting along A1. Padre Cawley was in 
our midst on July 20. The new members he inspired by his eloquent address we were able to tic 
in bundles of ten and put on once side for further assortment. Two of our members visited the 
Sheffield House on the occasion of thcir “ house warming.” They have not yet ceased their 
prattle on the way Sheffield do things. Yet we believe that as Northwich is the salt of the earth, we 
shall prove we have not lost our savour. We have been given two talents, and hope when “ Tubby ” 
comes again we shall have made them into ten. Lastly, to all whom it may concern—the Tube 
“Tubby ” will gather in his flock at Northwich on November 19. GATEWHITE 


ROTHERHAM. Hello! hello! hello! This is Rotherham. This is our first run-out in the 
JOURNAL, and so-—Checrio, everybody. The Group is now thirteen strong and every man has one 
or more jobs. We have the use of two club-rooms ; and we run a monthly news-sheet—The 
Torch. Our usual club-room isn’t very big, but there’s plenty of room on the causeway outside. We 
mect every Tuesday. Last week Timber—a brother who has just opened a posh eleétrical store in the 
town—gave usa rattling good wireless concert. A fortnight ago we entertained Mr. Cecil Hewitson, 
Chief Librarian of the British Red Cross Hospital Libraries. He gave us a talk on how to runa job 
we have undertaken—running librarics in the local hospitals, and colle@ting books for the Red 
Cross. Mr. Hewitson knew nothing about Toc H when he came to us, but later he said—-“ It was 
a joy to meet so enthusiastic a band of brothers.” It’s good to know how Toc H Strikes an outsider. 
At the same meeting we also entertained a band of robbers from Mark VIII. A. M. 
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SHEFFIELD: MARK VIII. During August, the holiday month, no official guest-nights have 
been held,though quite a large number of stay-at-homes have inevitably wandered into Mark VIII 
on Wednesday evenings to talk (perhaps) of their absent brothers, or to play table-tennis, or simply 
to gaze upon Blazer. One evening in August several members, at the invitation of Sheffield’s off- 
spring, the Rotherham Branch (a bonnie bairn), gathered at the sign of the Vine to listen to Mr. 
Hewitson, who explained the working of the Red Cross Hospital Library organisation. Rotherham, 
it is understood, is the first branch of ‘Toc H actually tohelp in this work, the idea having first been 
mooted in Sheffield. Sheffield left the richer for their visit—in several ways. On September 12 we 
were visited by the director of the L.M.S. Railway Welfare Scheme, who explained in a fascinating 
way to the large number present the principles and ideals of the task he has set before him. This task 
is to organise a scheme by which the welfare of upwards of 150,000 workers of the company may be 
assured. Our visitor touched upon many aspetts of this undertaking ; physical well-being, pre- 
vention of accidents, recreation, education, boys’ associations, and pointed out various ways in 
which he hoped co-operation would be possible between his welfare workers and members of 
Toc H, when his scheme now in embryo should be in operation. We assured him he would not be 
disappointed, PEGGY 


SLEAFORD. The life of a Toc H Branch is full of ups and downs, as we have found out this 
summer. In May we had every hope of being in possession of a hut for branch and club purposes 
before the winter, but unfortunately, owing to the people concerned in the scheme leaving the 
distriét, it had to be dropped. We now have a concert party which is already in demand in the 
neighbourhood, They gave quite a good show at the Garden Fête held at Haverholme Priory in 
July in aid of Ewerby Parish Church, and members ran side-shows, ete. Helpers were also sent to 
the C.L.B.T.C. Camp at Evedon last month. The Y.M.C.A. are holding a hut week this month, and 
have asked the Branch to provide onc evening’s entertainment. Two members journeyed to Lincoln 
on September 2 to meet the three or four Toc H men living there, and we hope Lincoln will havea 
Group in the near future. The Branch was represented at Repton and also on the Andorra trip. 

R. B. 


SOUTHAMPTON. The matter that had been upmost in our minds during July was the Garden 
Féte, and a successful climax was reached on July 21, when we had a most wonderful day in every 
respeét. Both financially and by experience we benefited and have decided to attempt a similar show 
each year. The opening by Lord Montagu of Beaulicu gave a good start to the proceedings, and 
from the Start everything went with a swing. The Greenleaf Players gave a dramatic entertainment, 
followed by a children’s dancing display. There were side-shows, wireless concerts, and a military 
band, and the day concluded with dancing on the lawn. We would like to thank most heartily those 
members from other Branches who came and contributed to the day’s work. We were glad of their 
help, as they themselves will testify, for we used them till we couldn’t use them any more. Tubby, 
“Shi,” Pat ọ London, Padre Reeves of Salisbury, and Sergeant Godley from Brighton, were 
among our visitors, not to mention “ the Gen.,”’ who ended his sojourn here the next day. We missed 
him when he had gone, for he brightened us up during his stay and we hope we sent him back quite 
well again, On the Wednesday after the Féte the Southampton Brotherhood were our guests ata 
Garden Party in the grounds. They challenged us to a tug o’ war, and, perhaps owing to fatigue 
caused by our exertions on the previous Saturday, we have to put it on record that we were beaten. 
Pat o’ Manchester came to sce us while on a visit to the South, and quite a crowd found their way 
here during the holiday week-end. Ina week or two our Madre and Padre will be going away fora 
hard-earned rest. The visitors to the House must know only too well how hard they work for us and 
for the welfare of Toc H. Weare young yet and have a long, long way to go before we are anything 
like a Strong branch, but we know that while we have such sponsors our efforts will be heading in 
the right direétion. The hostellers and members of the Branch had an opportunity of expressing a 
little of their gratitude to Madre on her birthday, when they presented her with a silver inkstand. 
Padre and Mrs. Raymond are kindly coming to help during the holiday ; Padre and Mrs. Cawley 
were coming, but they are returning to Canada sooner than was expected. Social work is progressing, 
and a Rover Patrol is being formed to help some of the badly-staffed troops in the Town. We are 
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finding our feet in many dire€tions, while the House is full and six rooms have been endowed. A 
copy of the photograph taken at the Féte can be obtained for the modest sum of sixpence. It is a 
good photograph and was taken at a very happy time. The sitters had just sung the history of the 
King of Caraétacus,” to the edification of their hearers. Greetings to you all from one small 
corner of the globe. We think of you all as we know you think of us, helping “ towards the workin 

for some finer thing than this poor present shows.” i 


SPEN VALLEY. It is recognised that in Toc H there are no votes of thanks, but really, the way 
at dear old Grantibus jumped to it with that splendid report of his in the August JouRNAL was 
glorious. 

He did it in the nick of time, 
He is so full of push ; 

His cffort, magnifique, sublime, 
Quite made young Meldix blush. 


Yes, the Carnival went well. The day will never be forgotten, and the Branch as a body will be able 
to look backward and say “ House-work, not Waxworks ” was the cry. The jolly old collecting 
boxes were very much in evidence and the dibs kept rattling in. 1t was the fancy costumes that 
created the sensation—a special item of the whole stunt that paid for itself, a side line ia the spirit of 
“never spoil the ship for a ha’p’orth o’ tar.” There was a great, happy crowd of folk all the way from 
the start of the procession, and the day was just right. Bob’s idea of a flag day was more than top- 
hole, the printed “ Hoojahs ” that were sold in lieu of flags being a splendid idea, symbolising Toc H 
in every detail. In faét, there is no reason why every Branch should not adopt the design straight 
away, and I believe it has already been put to the Registration people. In any case, all Branches may 
take it from me that for Branch funds a small flag day will do the trick. It will also help to make the 
movement as a whole known generally, a wee point worth considering along with the primary duty 
of local patriotism for one’s own Branch. By Gum! as the Yorkshire people say, this Toc H is getting 
on. The Carnival has fired Spen Valley to hcights of prominence that may be hard to maintain, but 
Toc H must ever bea fighting force. Everyone was dog tired after the day, and on the top of it a 
previously postponed job of money raising for the Blind was on us in no time. This time it rained 
something “ Manchesterish ” (sit up, Mark IV), but the magnificent fight roped in well over £20. 
That done, the holidays hove in sight, so I have no more news just now of ourselves; but I can tell 
you a bit about the lads I met on my wanderings. I dropped in at Northwich Branch and found 
them alive and kicking, and had a tremendous night in “ Auntie’s Upper Room,” being allowed to 
“waffle” forth to my heart’s content, with Hop in the Chair, Gatewhite on my left, Pip, Bubbles, 
Squeak and Sammy Simcock on the starboard tack, and Auntie, and Mrs. Sim (a valuable Toc 
Emma), Archie and Harry Emmet, Foster “ Herrings ”—I can’t remember all their names—Oh ! 
dear—Padre Thomas and others of the “ Salt Union ” gave me such a happy welcome. I was rather 
late in telling the Northwich boys about the “‘ Salt of the Earth,” but some hazy reference or other 
was made to a probable sinking fund. Anyhow, here’s luck to “ Jolly Old Northwich,” as per 
their new Visitors’ Book. As for the musical evening at Charlie Perry’s, well, we waffled merrily 
away as is done in the best circles, finally rolling home to Sammy Badger’s pretty late on. Then 
Saturday came and Vic Beer Ack turned up with bike and tansad, accompanied by Tennis Dennis. 
Hop waffed Meldix on to the tansad, and, after a glorious run through Chester, we landed at 
Fluffy Griffith’s Shotton Branch, where we had tea and a game of thirty-forty love. (But Meldix 
plays such wobbly Ping-Pong.) However, we talked Toc H to various visitors, and I hope the 
Shotton Branch will carry on the good work and convert ’em,as Tubby is said to have done to the 
Bobby who held up the G.N. Cheerio ! all, including Berry of Mark I—having met him. What 
about another walk past the Skippers ? Any luck ? MELDIX 


STOCKPORT. Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your “ eyes.” Owing to the temporary 
indisposition of our worthy scribe the job of recording our various “ doings ” has fallen to my lot. 
So forgive the vagaries of one who is attempting to swim in the flood of journalism which emanated 
from our “Tut-Tut.” To proceed with the “ doings.” We are now settling down from an attack 
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of holidayitis which during the summer resulted in a depletion of our meetings, but our attendance 
is now creeping up to a more normal standard. Our work at the local Industrial School, which had 
been suspended owing to the mischievous aétivitics of one or two of the boys, is now in full swing 
again. A new Gymnasium Class has bcen started there by one of our fellows, and it is much appre- 
ciated by the lads. Sunday afternoon classes are going to be held by some of the Branch members 
for Probationers and First Offenders. These classes will be dire&ted by the Police Court Missioner 
who is interested in Toc H. One member is, I believe, already continuing this good work by paying 
visits to these offenders at their homes. Much discussion has arisen of late as to the method by which 
we shall raise our sub. to Headquarters. Such suggestions as Whist Drives, Dances, Concerts, etc., 
have been put forward ; but our Secretary would be pleased if anyone would forward any further 
suggestions as to the raising of the necessary “ oof.” Our meetings are still held on Friday nights, 
once fortnightly, and we extend a hearty welcome to all who can attend. We should be extremely 
gratified if anyone would volunteer to come and give us a talk on some subject any Friday night 
during the winter months. Cheerio ! CARACTACUS 


WIMBORNE. We have had our great debate on the Housing Question, at our last Guest night, 
and although our leader was unavoidably detained in London, the President gave us all a chance to 
air our opinions, and they were very varied. The Vicar of Wimborne Minster, who is our unap- 
pointed Padre, was able to give us first-hand news of the Housing Problem in certain parts of London, 
but being a far cry to Dorsef, the local conditions, even now, secmed to us generally to be nearly 
perfect. There is a great need of houses, but even small ones of four rooms cost so much to build, 
and until trade revives, and /iving gets down to normal, where is the moncy to come from ? This 
point was debated by nearly every member and guest present, without discovering the solution. 
In September we start the Winter Season, and wanta paper on the after-care of school-boys, when 


something definite in that line will be added to our work. We have also to appoint a Job Master. 
G. M. L. 


WORTHING. Although we regard Tubby’s visit on O&ober 1 in the light of an inauguration 
so far as the branch is concerned, we have not been inactive. The chicf sphere of work has been in 
conneétion with the Church Lads’ Brigade Camp which is held annually at Worthing. The branch 
was able to arrange two cricket matches and two concerts, at one of which, to the joy of all, Tubby 
somchow or other turned up. The branch also assisted at their Church Parade, a public open-air 
service, where the sermon was preached by the Bishop of London, with whom our secretary had 
the honour of dining. The camp staff was pleased to express its appreciation of our efforts in most 
glowing terms. Two of our members assisted at the Sussex Boys’ Camp, of which there arc particu- 
Jars elsewhere in this issue. Ata recent meeting a member was appointed to devise the wording for 
our Petition for a Lamp, and to submit it to the others for amendment, approval or otherwise. Ata 
subsequent meeting, however, the original form was approved in its entirety. The chief business at 
our meetings has been to arrange for Tubby’s visit, and now all is ready. The Bishop of Lewes is 
going to be in the chair, and Meade from Southampton, Jack Clarke from Mark VII, and all our 
parent Brighton’s members are going to favour us. Invitations are being sent to about 100 men 
known to members as potential Talbotousians or likely to be interested in the movement. It was 
decided, to the profound disgust of one gallant member, to exclude the fair sex from this meeting. 
Onc of our chicf objeéts at present is to get in touch with many men in this neighbourhood, most 
of whom served in the Sussex, who knew Toc H in Poperinghe, and who are wondering now what 
all the talk about it means. In this we have the valuable assistance of Rosc, himself a foundation 
member and captain in that gallant regiment. “ Bis ” 
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TOC H 


Mark I.—23 Queen’s Gate Gardens, London, S.W.7 
I],—123 St. George’s Square, London, S.W.1 
i6 III.— 148 York Road, London, S.E.1 
- IV.—Gartness, Upper Park Road, Victoria Park, Manchester 
a V.—The Firs, Bassett, Southampton 
i VI.—71 Newhall Street, Birmingham 
»  WII—15 Fitzroy Square, London, W.r 
» VII. —Wectwood, Christ Church Road, Sheffield 
ee IX.—2ọ0 St. Paul’s Road, Clifton 
a X.—Clarendon House, Hull 

Toc H.—Redville, Swindon 


Branches 
(The numbers in brackets refer to the order of foundation) 
ALDERSHOT (39), H. W. Sandy, 52 Park Road. 


BARNET (10), W. H. Nicklin, 2 Station Terrace, New Barnet; BIRMINGHAM (17), F. H. Cureton, Toc H, 
Mark VI,71 Newhall Street; BLackpurn, E. Arnold Riley, Woodland Crest, Queen’s Park; BRADFORD (19), 
A. E. Simpson, 209 Parkside Road, West Bowling, Bradford; BricHTON (20), T. H. Flynn, The College, 
Brighton; Bristou (9), W. Lewis, 29 St. Paul’s Road, Clifton. 


CAMBRIDGE (Town) (4), V. Hardwick, 11 Pretoria Road; CaMBrincE (’Varsity), R. C. Streatfeild, Queen's 
College; Cantersury (35), P. Norman Sergeaunt, 12 St. Lawrence Villas; CARDIFF (21), A. T. Matthews, 
114 Dogfield Street; Curirentiam (2), E. C. Gardner, The Cabin, Prestbury, Glos.; COLCHESTER (26), W. Lee 
Praed, The Gables, East Stockwell Street; Coventry (24), C. Darke, 11 Clara Street. 


DEESIDE & DISTRICT (12), J. E. Griffiths, 76 Ash Grove, Shotton; Dersy (33), A. G. Grime, The 
School, Derby; Durnam (14), J. E. Whincup, University College; G. Mackie, 28 Newhouse Road, 
Esh Winning. 


EDINBURGH (8), C. W. Durward, 67 Falcon Avenue; S. Gilchrist, 13 Grange Loan; Exeter (11), W. G. 
Michelmore, 18 Cathedral Yard. 


FARNHAM (30), G. A. Hale, 3 Town Hall Buildings, Farnham-in-Surrey. 
GLASGOW (23), D. C. Morris, 13 Gibson Street, Hillhead. 


HALIFAX (31), H. Whitham, 30 Holdsworth Road, Holmfield; Hertrorp (37), W. C. Hunt, 3g Port Vale; 
HuppersrieLD (40), H. Woodcock, c/o Taylor & Jones, Ltd., Honly, Huddersfield; Hutt (38), J. H. 
Parkinson, “ The Bungalow,” Barrow-on-Eumber. 


KNUTSFORD (41), A. F. F. Armstrong, Ordination Test School. 


LEICESTER (27), Rev. H. F. Sawbridge, 93 London Road; Liverpoot (18), K. C. Barfield, 16 Rutland 
Avenue, Sefton Park; Lonnon (1), Headquarters; LONDON Mark I, G. R. Tamplm, 23 Queen’s Gate Gardens, 
S.W.7; Lonpon Mark 11, G. S. Dunkley, 123 St. George’s Square, S.W.1; LONDON Mark III, E. H. Flower, 
148 York Road, S.E.1; Lonpon Mark VII,J.C. Wilton-Anstey, 10 Nevern Road, S.W.s5. 


MAIDSTONE (s), I. R. Morris, Turkey Cottage, Ashford Road; MANCHESTER (3), A. Foster, Toc H; 
Mark IV, Upper Park Road, Victoria Park; MippLtsprouGu (29), W. C. England, zo Bylands Street. 


NORTHAMPTON (34), J. W. Hudson, 160 Cedar Road; NoRrTH STAFFORDSHIRE (32), S. H. Fitz John, 
197 Campbell Road, Stoke-on-Trent. 


OXFORD (7), G. W. Clarkson, New College (General Sec.); A.J. Cross, 24 Paradise Square (Asst. Sec. 
City); G. P. Fisher, Christ Church (Asst. Sec. 'Varsity). 


PORTSMOUTH (15), E. Wright, 127 Sultan Road. 


SHADWELL (43), Jack Shaw, 7 Addison Road, W.4; SHEFFIELD (16), W. B. Ball, 2 Victoria Flats, Glossop 
Road; Stearorp (36), R. Broughton, 61 North Road; SourHAMPTON (25), Rev. L. G. Meade, Toc H, 
Mark V, Bassett; SpEN VALLEY (22), H. C. Mellor, 5 Highgate Terrace, Highgate Road, Dewsbury; SWINDON 
(6), T. L. Whipp, 226 Ferndale Road. 

WOLVERTON (13), W. T. C. Holloway, 183 Church Strect. 


CanaDA—WInNIPEG (28), A. W. Lec, Suite 15, Beresford Apartments. 
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Groups and Correspondents 


ASHFORD, A. W. Paine, 54 Gladstone Road, South Willesborough. 

Bermonpsry, Alec Paterson, 9 Grange Road, S.E.1; Bournemoutu, A. E. Gorman, 11 Seamoor Road, 
Westbourne. 

Goote, C. S. Hinsley, 53 Henry Street; Gosport, H. E. Marston, 25 San Diego Road; GRANTHAM, G.R. 
Pacey, 17 Union Street. 

Harrow, C. A. Lehmann, 30 Sumner Road; HartLEPOOoL, H. Vivian Lund, Elm Grove, Tunstall Avenue, 
W. Hartlepool. 

ILFoRD, L. P. Newson, 45 Windsor Road. 

Leeps, T. A. Corley, 2 Park Lane. 

Newcast_e, K. I. Aspinall, 11 Nesham Street, Newcastle; Nortiuwicn, V. A. Boyd, The Beeches, 
Whitegate, Northwich; Norwicu, W. W. Pearson, 8 Orford Hill; Nortincnam, R. A. Bailey, 6 Orchard Street. 

READING, S. W. Brown, Leighton Park School, 

RoTHERHAM, A. Meakin, 59 Milton Road. 

SALISBURY, Souru Sme.ps, D. C. Anderson, 40 Garwood 
Strect; STOCKPORT, W. Greaves, 44 Brinksway. 

Taunton, W. R. Goodman, 11 Elm Grove; TunpripGe WELLS, S. V. Berwick, 251 Upper Grosvenor 
Road. 

Winmporne, C. W. Yard, 2 Station Road, Wimborne; WINDERMERE, J. W. Longmire, The Sycamores, 
Windermere; WOLVERHAMPTON, Rev. H. J. Hall, 31 Nordley Hill, Wednesfield; Wortiinc, G. S. Kerswell, 
78 Montague Street. 

YarmMouti, A. V. Bean, 60 Wolsely Road, Southdown. 


CANADA AND UNITED STATES 

BritisH CoLumnia, T. Kirkby, Customs, Port of Huntingdon. 

MontTreac, W. H. B. Roberts, 335 Coristine Building. 

SASKATCHEWAN, L. G. Anderson, Y.M.C.A., Saskatoon. 

Vancouver, Fred Whitehead, 1141 Hornby Strect. 

New York, A. E. Koch, General Theological Seminary. 

PHILADELPHIA, Lewis H. Lukens, junr., 321, Walnut Street. 

NEWFOUNDLAND, Rev. G. H. Maidment, P.O. Box 6, Bonne Bay. 

Souty AUSTRALIA, R. G. Threadgold, 17 Henley Beach Road, Mile End. 

WESTERN AUSTRALIA, C. P. Palmer, ‘‘ Sunnyside,” Maida Vale, via Guildford. 

New Soutu Wa tes, Basil W. Riley, Fulloona, Burwood, Sydney. 

QueENsLaAND, T. Arkell, Hall Street, Aderley, Brisbane. 

Victoria, Glen L. Beebe, 39 Herbert Street, Albert Park, Melbourne. : 

FNT ZEALAND, F. D. Hart, c/o W. E. Barnard, P.O. Box 35, Helensville; J. R. Perston, Seatown Heights, 

Wellington. è 

Soutn Arnica, Col. J. A. Methuen, D.S.O., Umtali, Southern Rhodesia; H. V. Oldfield, St. Francis 
Mission, Seclukwe, Rhodesia. 

BritisH West Arrica, F. Whale, c/o G. Bullivant & Co., Box 144, Lagos. 

Britis East Arnica, T. M. W. Sheppard, Mau, G.P.O., near Nairobi, Kinia Province; C. L. L. Cole, 
c/o G.P.O., Chindi, Nyasaland. 

Ecyrt, H. Knox Shaw, Observatory, Helwan. 

Invi, H. C. Stagg, c/o Macmillan & Co., North Beach Road, Madras; A. McLaren, c/o Duncan Bros. & 
Co., 101 Clive Street, Calcutta; Rev. G. Barne, Lawrence R.M. School, Sanawar, Simla Hills, Punjab. 

Ceyton, R. C. Kerr, c/o Colombo Commercial Co., Colombo. 

France, H. H. H. Hawkins, Chateau de Villebon, par Palaiseau (Seinc-et-Oise); A. C. Miles, 92 Rue 
Marceau, Le Bouscat, Bordeaux. 

Hone Kona, Professor F. Forster, The University, Hong Kong. 

SHANGHAI, Herbert Chambers, c/o G. McBain, 17 Kiangse Road. 

Japan, Rev. J. G. Waller, Nagaro. 

Rancoon, R. A. Quinton, Seamen’s Institute, 5 Strand, Rangoon, Burma. 

Mexico, H. S. Golding, c/o H. E. Bourchier, Apartado 1477, Mexico City. 

Sincarore, R. F. Gunn, Raffles Institution. 

GIBRALTAR, H. Lanchester, E.T.C. Mess. 

Matta, C. H. C. Conway, E.T.C. Mess. 

Jamaica, E. A. L. Martyn, Public Works Department, Kingston 
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